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“Does he always
stare at you like that?” Zoe whispered.

Tracy glanced
past her shoulder at Roy Hill sitting across the aisle from her and
quickly back.

“He’s not
staring.”

Zoe rolled her
eyes. “He’s not ogling, but he’s sure watching us.”

“No, he’s
watching you,” Tracy said pertly, grinning. “Maybe if your sweater
wasn’t so tight…”

“It’s not
tight!” Zoe said indignantly.

“And you didn’t
arch your back quite so much.”

“I’m yawning!
Didn’t I say I was tired!”

Tracy grinned
and shrugged. “He’s a guy. Guys watch pretty girls.”

“He’s
ancient!”

“He’s like,
forty.”

“That’s
ancient! He must be as old as my dad!”

“Yeah but he’s
not your dad. And you are hot.”

“Oh
please.”

“You are. I
mean, to guys who like jocks, and lesbians I suppose.”

Zoe gave her
the finger and Tracy giggled again.

They were
sitting in Tracy’s small cubicle office on the seventeenth floor of
federal

Health
department building on Cooper street. It was full summer, and they
worked in administration. Administration clerks provided a variety
of services to the rest of the employees in the building – but in
the summer, half the building was on vacation. And so work was
quite slow and they were chatting about reality television shows
and hot men.

“Anyway, he’s
certainly not staring at me.”

“You’re
cute.”

“And flat
chested.”

‘You’re not
flat. You’re just … smallish.”

“Okay, but if
he’s looking at anything it’s your big boobs.”

“I’m not big!
I’m … okay. Now Sharon is big, and Claire. They’re thirty-eights,
easily.”

“And
Holly.”

“She’s not that
big, but she’s really slender, and not even five feet tall so they
look big. She’s probably just a thirty-six-C cup, same as me.”

“And
Tiffany?”

They both
smirked at each other. Tiffany was the director’s secretary – or
administrative assistant, as it was called. She was almost the
cliché of her name, tall, blonde, slender, with large breasts, and
fixated on clothes and money. Neither the breasts nor the hair were
real, and Tiffany was kind of an airhead. But the men acted like
idiots around her.

Across the
aisle from them Roy glanced casually across to get an eyeful of
Zoe’s profile. The sleek, athletic young brunette was wearing a
thin, sleeveless, form-fitting sweater of some kind which hugged
her chest and squeezed nicely across her lovely young breasts. Roy
had often imagined what those breasts looked like naked, often
imagined getting his hands and lips on them, and knew there was no
way that was ever going to happen.

Tracy Cooper,
sitting across from him, was a little cutie, very slim, with a
great little ass, and a pretty, innocent face. She had shorter,
darker hair, and a strange resemblance to a younger version of the
actress Courtney Cox. She didn’t just look like her, but sounded
like her, too, and had some of the same attitude.

But as he
watched, the real object of his desire wandered over, and only
strength of will kept him from staring. Sharon Baxter was the
manager of the administration group. Only twenty five, she was a
full-bodied dirty blonde with a large chest. And, almost unique in
his years of experience working in the federal government, she
wasn’t at all shy about showing off her chest, commonly wearing
cleavage baring dresses and blouses which hugged the borders of
respectability.

Roy took every
opportunity to go and see her whenever she was in her office,
because there, she was seated, and the view was even better. Roy
had often fantasized about burying his cock between those two
incredible tits and coming in her face.

He looked away.
Her back was to him now anyway, and he didn’t consider her ass to
be anything special. Zoe’s ass was much better, as was Tracy’s. He
preferred slim-hipped women, and Sharon was definitely more of the
Swedish milkmaid type. He glanced over now and then, before getting
up and walking up the hall. Along the way he paused and smiled at
Claire Jones.

“Hey,” he
said.

“Hi,” she said,
smiling brightly.

She was another
little fox, though quite different than the others. She was an
amazingly innocent seeming woman for her mid twenties. She never
cursed and strongly disapproved of “inappropriate” topics of
conversation. She was quite bright, though, and very friendly.

With a nice big
chest.

Unlike Sharon,
she never dressed immodestly, yet her innocent was her downfall.
She tended to wear loose tops, and, now that it was summer, loose
summer dresses with scoop neck tops. None of them seemed revealing
when looked at straight on.

But when she
was seated and he could look down, well, there was an eyeful to be
had, if the angle was right. Better still, her heavy breasts tended
to pull down on the fabric, so that if she leaned forward even a
little, the view rivaled anything he could see in Sharon’s
office.

Those breasts
were creamy white, untouched by sunlight. He doubted Claire had
ever owned a bikini, and unlike the more fashion and looks
conscious Sharon, was not about to go to tanning salons to get
herself properly browned.

Bet she still
has pussy hair too, he thought as he looked down her top.

“And what have
you found to do?”

Claire was a
very responsible young woman. If she had nothing to do she would
find something in the way of business or training or whatever,
whether it actually needed doing or not.

“I’m updating
my files and checking to see if anything needs changing,” she said
primly.

He grinned.
“You call that work?”

“Yes. And
you?”

“I’m wandering
around bothering people.”

“You call that
work?”

“No, but I’m
permanent so it doesn’t matter.”

She shook her
head in bemusement. “As long as you’re being paid, you should do
something to earn it.”

“You keep up
that attitude, Sam, and some day, someone will reward it,” he said
mockingly.

She made a face
and he moved on with a smile. It certainly wouldn’t do to get
caught staring at these pretty young girls. Human Resources would
crucify him at even the suggestion he was acting “inappropriately”
around women. Hell, HR was full of women, and they made the rules
about it. Little wonder you hardly dared say boo to any girl in the
building.

Of course, he
behaved inappropriately every day, but there were limits beyond
which he didn’t dare go.

“Hey,
beautiful.”

“Hey,
Handsome,” the blonde said with a grin.

Tori O’Brien
was a fake blonde, but the hair went perfectly with the pale,
slightly freckled skin of a redhead. Her hair was parted in the
middle, and fell to her shoulders in a smooth little curtain. Tori
was a fun girl, who wasn’t above hugging, or walking arm in arm
along the hall. Of course, that was, he told himself sorrowfully,
because she considered him to be “safe”. He was way out of her
league, an old guy she could flirt with and who would pay her
endless compliments, but who knew his place.

No way he would
ever ask Tori out or try to make a move on her. She’d made it clear
more than a year ago that she had no romantic interest in older
men. And, in truth, Roy had no romantic interest in her either. He
just wanted to fuck her brains out. They were good friends, and
often had lunch together, but he had a lot of dark, nasty fantasies
about Tori.

They chatted
about various things, then he got up and waved goodbye, going back
to his desk. Sharon had left, but Zoe was still there, standing
now, leaning against the doorframe of Tracy’s desk. That girl has a
fine ass, he thought as he slipped into his own seat.

Looking across
at them, Tracy’s face was level with Zoe’s crotch, and he felt a
bubble of lust as an old fantasy sprang up. He imagined Zoe laying
back in the center of the L-shaped desk, legs stretched wide while
Tracy ate her out. Man, what he wouldn’t give to see that!

Roy had worked
across from these girls for over a year now. He’d caught
tantalizing glimpses of lacy thongs and bras, and furtive glances
down tops, but nothing more. His fantasies and masturbation
sessions, however, were filled with vivid images of them all doing
the nastiest and most disgusting things he could imagine.

And Roy had a
very good imagination.

Little Holly
bopped by, thrash metal pounding from the ipod at her hip, head
nodding to the rhythm. Roy bit his lip. Jesus, but she was a hot
little thing. Two inches shy of five feet, slim but rounded, with
terrific, firm tits and a fantastic little ass, she wore a short,
pleated skirt and a white blouse, reminding him very much of a
schoolgirl – and all the uniformed schoolgirl fantasies he’d ever
had.

Roy sighed
forlornly. Why hadn’t he been working around hot looking girls like
this when he was in his twenties, he wondered. Not a one of them
wouldn’t snicker at the thought of him coming on to them now.

He glanced at
the clock, closed down his computer, and went home.

He had worked
for the government long enough to have acquired that prized
possession – an underground parking spot. He took the elevator
down, got into his two year old Toyota Yarus hatchback, and headed
up to the street.

His bungalow
was a quiet, thirty minute drive, and as he pulled into the
driveway he congratulated himself again at having the good luck and
smarts to have acquired it at a killer price three years
earlier.

It was on a
corner lot across from a cemetery. It had a large back yard with
several high, mature, shade trees, and fifteen foot cedar hedges
circling the entire property. It was his own little hideaway, and
he’d gotten it at a steal, buying it at auction by the simple
expedient of offering the minimum price at an estate sale. He did
that often, but that time it had come through for him.

Granted, the
place had been run-down, with a ridiculous kitchen, a hideous
bathroom, and an unfinished basement. But he’d redone the kitchen
and bathroom, and then redone the rest, as well. Single, with no
other hobbies, the house had become his hobby: Now it had new
floors, crown molding in every room, new doors and fixtures, new
wiring, and was about to have a new basement.

That was his
latest project.

He scooped up
the mail as he entered, his interest immediately piqued by a small
box. He closed the door behind and locked it, setting the alarm. He
was a bit of a paranoid about that, but figured, better safe than
sorry. He was the only guy he knew who paid extra for earthquake
insurance, even though the city hadn’t had a strong earthquake in
living memory.

He grinned at
the box. It was another purchase made on the Internet. He did that
mostly for amusement value. He’d find odd things being auctioned,
and if the seller had set a very low minimum, he’d offer it. His
last good find had been three books by Charles Dickens, old things,
too, easily from the eighteen hundreds, bought for three
dollars.

Sometimes he
bought things cheap just to see what it was the seller would
actually send out. He’d bought “x-ray vision goggles” for example,
like those they used to sell on the backs of comic books. He’d
bought a “mermaid”, and “the skull of a giant”, as well as an
“alien artifact from Mars”, “Aztec gold”, and “fart spray”.
Whatever sounded ridiculous, if it was only a couple of bucks, he
amused himself by buying it.

He opened the
box. It was surprisingly tightly wrapped, and he had to cut it
open. And there, at last, sitting in the palm of his hand was the
“Mind control ring”. He grinned at the unassuming ring. It was
slim, and golden covered, though he was quite it wasn’t gold. It
had a little designed cut into it, but it was very fine, looking
almost worn out from time. He was sure the ring wasn’t terribly
old, though, or it wouldn’t have been sold for four dollars.

The ad on the
auction site had said the ring allowed the wearer to see into
people’s minds, to read their deepest, darkest fantasies, and to
influence them. Roy had giggled when he’d read it, but was a bit
drunk, so he’d clicked the button.

He was kind of
disappointed, now. He had been hoping for some kind of long-winded,
absurd instruction booklet or pamphlet to come with it, assuring
him that he had to just keep trying until he got it right. Instead
there was just the ring. It wasn’t a particularly ugly ring, but it
certainly wasn’t something which would catch the eye either.

He shrugged and
tossed it on the table, then went to make dinner.

A month later,
it was still there, sitting in a small bowl, gathering dust when
Tori picked it up and said “What’s this? I thought you didn’t wear
jewelry.”

Tori and he
often car-pooled. She lived a few miles further up, with her
boyfriend, a punk whose sorry exploits and hyper-possessiveness she
never got tired of complaining about.

It was her day
to pick him up. She’d come early, so he’d left her in the front
room while he got his wallet and pass.

He came back up
the hall and laughed, remembering the ring at last.

“I bought it on
the internet,” he said.

“Whyever for?”
she said, making a face. “It’s kind of dull looking.”

“I’m a dull
guy.”

“You are not,”
she said loyally.

“Being a
pervert doesn’t count.”

“You’re not a
pervert, or at least, no more than most guys.”

He took the
ring and slipped it on his finger. To his surprise it fit quite
well.

“This, my dear,
is a mind control ring.”

She stared at
him in disbelief, then let out a bark of laughter. “Excuse
me!?”

“Yes, it
promised on the internet that I could control people’s minds with
it.”

She laughed and
shook her head. “You waste more money on that internet garbage of
yours!”

“Naw, I only
spend a few bucks here and there.”

“It adds
up.”

“Wait, I’m
going to try and control your mind!” he said dramatically.

Tori smirked
and then her face suddenly went slack, and her hands went to the
buttons of her shirt. She undid the first one, and her fingers
began to undo the second, then she stopped and snickered at him.
“Guess it didn’t work!” she said, doing the button back up.

“That’s it,
taunt me, bitch.”

“You got
it!”

“I wasn’t
trying to make you take off your clothes anyway. I was trying to
make you dance.”

“Ha. Likely
story.”

“I think of you
like a little sister!” he protested.

She smirked.
“Incest is best, right.”

He grinned
back, then checked his watch and cursed at the time.

He gathered up
his things and they left for work, Roy forgetting the ring

During the
drive, Tori, as she often did, started bitching about her
boyfriend. He knew all too much about their relationship, and could
have offered a few opinions Tori wouldn’t have received well about
what was wrong with it. One of them was that she didn’t enjoy
sex.

It must have
been hard to be a young guy living with a cute girl with a nice
body, and get sex maybe once a month, if that. But Tori had been
raised by a very prudish family to think of sex as immoral and
nasty, and on top of that she’d had a few bad experiences with men,
including one who apparently had liked to tie her up and hurt
her.

She hadn’t been
specific about that relationship, which irked Roy, for it had
sounded like just the kind of thing that would give him the kind of
vicarious enjoyment he so enjoyed. He had a lot of fantasies about
women, and many of them involved bondage. He hadn’t confessed that
to Tori, but would dearly have liked to know more about what she’d
done with that other boyfriend. He had to be careful about how he
talked to her, though. She had a bad temper, and clearly had a lot
of hang-ups about sex.

Despite that,
she liked men wanting her, liked men lusting after her, liked being
attractive, being sought over. She flirted outrageously, and lapped
up the attention. But even her boyfriend wasn’t getting any except
when she was stoned or drunk.

He half tuned
her out, for he’d heard all these complaints about the boyfriend
before. Looking down, he noticed the ring and let out a little
snort of amusement that he still had it on. He rubbed it lightly,
as Tori talked about the fight she’d had with her boyfriend about a
television show.

The funny thing
was, that even though he was only half listening, he could almost
see the argument in his head, could see Tori’s face distorted in
anger as she shouted at him, could see the boyfriend – well, he’d
seen pictures of the guy – shouting back, glaring at her. He
blinked in surprise, for the image was growing sharper and clearer.
His surprise deepened to alarm and shock as the image solidified,
and he felt his heart starting to pound in his chest as his mind
spun in confusion and shock.

Tori was
wearing a little pink lacy nightie with spaghetti straps, and she
looked – fiiiiine in it. He caught his breath at the sight, even
though it was only a glimpse, then another, as if viewed from –
well, from her eyes. He hardly heard a word she was saying in the
car, but could hear the argument between she and her boyfriend word
for word. Not only could he hear it, but more of the memory seemed
to be kicking in, including emotions. He could somehow feel Tori’s
anger and indignation.

The argument
wound down, though, and then they were kissing, and he felt a very
sudden, very sharp jolt of excitement as the guy’s hand came up and
cupped her breast through the lacy nightie. He could FEEL the hand
against HER breast, could feel not only what she felt physically,
which was the same jolt he had, but the sudden emotional flood of
confusion, guilt and rejection as she forced his hand back, and
shook herself loose of the feeling of arousal.

“Roy?”

She prodded him and he shook his head.

“Were you
asleep or something?”

“No, just
thinking about something.”

“Well sorry if
I was boring you,” she said, irritated.

“No, no, I was
listening. I heard every word.”

He reached out
and squeezed her shoulder lightly, and suddenly, the heat still
swirling inside him drew out another startlingly clear memory. She
was naked on her bed, legs spread, and her boyfriend, Chad was atop
her, thrusting. He could feel the guy’s cock sliding into her as if
it was himself! It was incredible! He could also feel the swirling
mixture of physical pleasure and emotional guilt gripping her as
Chad drove his prick into her hairless pussy.

Jesus, she was
completely shaved down there!

He felt his
cock bulging against his trousers, and shifted his knapsack over
his crotch, dazed by the image, the sensations like none he had
ever, of course, experienced.

He glanced at
the ring. This was impossible, incredible, shocking. He was giddy
with the possibilities. A voyeur by nature, he spent the rest of
the ride trying to see and hear and feel as much as he could about
Tori’s sex life. Watching her look at herself in the bathroom
mirror made his cock throb painfully. God, she had nice tits! They
weren’t large, but they looked perfect on her slender chest. And
that ass – he wondered if she’d ever been fucked up the ass.

Almost at once,
he had the image of her on her knees on the floor. It was a
confused image, at first, for her face was pressed against the rug,
and that was what he saw. But he began to be aware of sounds, and
then sensations, and then emotions. Her wrists were tied behind her
back. Her bottom was raised up high, her legs spread wide, and
someone, her boyfriend, but not the same one, was fucking her ass,
and doing it hard.

Roy could feel
the shame in her, could feel how filthy she felt as the boyfriend –
Mike – sodomized her. It hurt, too. Mike was not gentle, and had
given her little time to get used to it as he rammed himself down
into her. She was gagged, so couldn’t complain as his cock drove
achingly deep, giving her cramps in the center of her belly. Tori
was not enjoying this at all, and so, Roy didn’t really enjoy it
either, except in an excited, voyeuristic fashion.

He shifted,
almost without thought, into a more pleasant image. Tori was
sucking Chad’s cock, and doing a hell of a job, too. She’d told Roy
she deep-throated, and she hadn’t been lying. But again, he saw the
action through her eyes, as if it were his own memory. He saw her
lips sliding down Chad’s sizable cock all the way to the bottom,
and felt it up inside her/his throat. He felt her satisfaction and
pride at the way she was making her boyfriend groan and moan, and
then a sense of disgust as she swallowed his juice.

That all made
him feel a little grossed out, though. A part of him was excited,
watching, as it were, Tori suck some guy’s cock. But feeling it
from her side made him feel a little faggy too. That drew another
thought, and he flashed to another of her memories, her and another
woman.

She was drunk.
He could feel her wooziness, and she didn’t want to do it either.
Again, she was tied up, spreadeagled to the four corners of a
king-sized bed. The old boyfriend was sitting nearby, videotaping
it as a sleek looking black woman sucked her nipples and fingered
her clit, then began to eat her out. Tori was ashamed of it,
disgusted, wanting no part of a woman, and yet, a bubbling sexual
steam rose up from where the woman’s talented tongue was working,
and despite her hang-ups, Tori was soon climaxing, straining and
pulling at the bonds and moaning in helpless heat.

After her
orgasm, though, had come a flood of shame and self loathing.

Roy pitied her,
but his selfish side wished he could get hold of that video.

A thought
slipped into Tori’s mind, and as far as she knew, the old boyfriend
still had the video.

And others.

They reached
the underground parking garage, and he had to pull his mind out of
the gutter, or rather, out of Tori’s memories. It was amazing how
clear and sharp they were, but he was quite sure that he was
looking at her subconscious. No doubt the memories were much more
foggy in her conscious mind.

They had to be.
No one had memories this sharp and clear, not years later.

Roy got no work
done that day. He spent the day mind-raping all the girls around
him, prying into their most secret memories of their sexual past.
It was a voyeur’s paradise – almost.

He continued to
have the same problem of experiencing sex – as a woman, when what
he really wanted was a male’s eye view of them. His favorite
memories were mirrors in bathrooms. Tracy had masturbated in front
of one last week, and that image had been so fantastic he had come
in his pants under his desk, and had had to furtively use some
tissues to clean himself.

Her breasts
were not as small as he had thought. It wasn’t like they were tiny
little girl breasts, that is, like little lumps. No, her breasts
were a good size, but sort of flat against her ribs like small,
shallow upside down bowls.

Then there was
Sharon’s memory of having sex with her friend Julia. That had been
another keeper, as he got to see her big breasts rubbing against
her friend’s own, got to see lips on nipples, and on clits. He
found himself wishing he had a dvd recorder to keep these fantastic
memories and play them whenever he wanted to masturbate.

But the ring
had said it could control minds, not simply reveal their sexual
memories, and his attempts there failed utterly. There was no
handle to pull, no button to push, nothing to move or grasp or
shift. He had no idea how he could control anyone’s mind with the
ring.

Understanding
arrived slowly, and accidentally.
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As usual, Zoe
and Tracy spent time together chatting, and he had poured through
their minds excitedly, glimpsing amazingly clear images of their
naked bodies and their most intimate moments, including
masturbating and oral sex. Neither had had any lesbian experiences,
though, much to his disappointment. In searching for them, however,
he discovered how to read their sexual fantasies.

He had always
seen, before, clear, sharp images and felt sensations. These new
images were a disappointment, for they were far from sharp or
clear, and there were no sensations. At first he passed over them
as he would poorly filmed internet porn, but as he became more
adept at rummaging through their minds he realized these were
fantasies, imaginings, things which had not actually taken
place.

Zoe dearly
wanted to fuck some guy called Paul who she played baseball with,
but who was married. She fantasized about them doing it in her car,
which was parked under some trees by the baseball field where they
played amateur ball. She also fantasized about being overpowered,
raped, for all intents and purposes, by some shadowy, hunky
stranger who would put her on all fours and ride her like a
bitch.

Tracy, bright
faced, innocent seeming young Tracy, baby Tracy as they called her,
since she was only 19, had a fantasy about being taken on all fours
too – by the German Shepherd next door! He could hardly believe
that one, and stared at her in astonishment before catching
himself.

But neither had
any fantasies about girls, particularly about one another, and that
disappointed him. He saw them together there, in her cubicle, saw
Tracy naked, legs spread, Zoe eating her out. He imagined Tracy’s
body arching, her face contorted in pleasure, her fingers gripping
Zoe’s soft brown hair, pulling her face in tighter.

And the running
gray stream of half formed images in Tracy’s mind shifted, as his
fantasy was added to it. He blinked in surprise, not certain what
had happened. He watched her furtively as she sat back, smiling and
chatting to Zoe. Yes, the fantasy was there now, and it was running
through her mind even as he watched.

He had
implanted the fantasy somehow, and imbued it with his own lust and
excitement at the idea. That lust and excitement had transferred to
Tracy, and even now, as she casually chatted back to her friend,
she was imagining how incredibly exciting it would be if Zoe was
eating her out, how wild and kinky and exciting it would be to do
such a nasty lesbian experience right there at work.

Revelation hit
him, and he ran his eyes over Zoe’s body, admiring her full, firm
breasts, and that gorgeous ass.

* * * * *

Tracy was
confused by the fantasy. She was not immune to them, and had had
brief little sexual fantasies about people before, of course, but
never this sudden, and never this bizarre. Why on Earth would she
want Zoe of all people to eat her pussy here on the desk. Now a
handsome man like say, Josh Donovan, but not a girl and not… and
yet, Zoe was beautiful, and strong, and athletic. She noticed the
smooth curves of her hips as if for the first time, and the high,
full firmness of her breasts under her tank top.

Having a
lesbian fling was all the rage, after all, quite the fashion among
some. What would it be like to have sex with another girl, she
wondered, feeling a strange, unfamiliar sense of heat and longing
within her she still couldn’t understand.

What would it
feel like to put her hand on Zoe’s breast and give it a nice, firm
squeeze? What would those lips feel like against her own? What
would their bodies feel like pressed naked together? She had very
little sexual experience, for she was quite shy about her body. She
was, as far as she was concerned, skinny and short and flat
chested.

But Zoe was
almost everything a guy could want in a woman, and Tracy envied her
for it. Now, though, she considered her friend’s strong will, her
slightly husky voice, her athleticism. Others had mistaken Zoe for
gay before because of these things, yet while the jock girl was not
at all girly – never wearing dresses, high heels or makeup, for
example, she had no interest in women as far as Tracy knew.

Her eyes
flicked to Zoe’s crotch, where her jeans were bunched, and she
wondered what it would be like to perform oral sex on a woman. She
imagined her face in Zoe’s groin, her hands squeezing her soft
buttocks, and felt her chest tightening, her pussy throbbing, and
her small pink nipples going rock hard inside her blouse.

* * * * *

Roy transferred
his attention to Zoe. It took barely an instant to transfer the
fantasy, and then, with neither being aware of it, they were
thinking about sex with each other even as they spoke, imagining
how hot and exciting it would be – because HE was thinking of how
hot and exciting it would be. Somehow his excitement had
transferred to them with the fantasies!

It was a
self-feeding hunger. The more he felt their lust for each other,
the greater his lust. The greater his lust, the more exciting the
fantasies seemed to both girls, and then, the more aroused they
became as the fantasies played out behind their flushed faces.

* * * * *

Zoe felt hot
all over, and more than a little dazed. She had no idea why she was
so hot at the thought of making out with Tracy, nor did she think
about why. She had never had any interest in girls, and in fact,
was something of a party girl, loving to hang out with guys, to
dance, and to mess around. She did all this with great enthusiasm
and a carefree attitude.

And now, this
thought of doing it with Tracy was infecting her mind. Tracy was
weak, small, thin, fragile, easily dominated, easily… and why was
that thought occurring to her?

But she knew
she was inexperienced, as well. She imagined now, leading her into
something kinky and nasty, making little “baby Tracy” come wildly
against her body, thrusting her fingers up inside her and making
the girl writhe and twist in helpless pleasure. Wild images floated
through her mind, amazingly sharp and attractive, and she’d never
felt a fantasy so arousing before, never felt one moving her blood
and setting her heart pounding like this. She could feel her pussy
growing moist, could feel her breasts swelling with heat and
excitement.

* * * * *

Tracy could
hardly keep her voice steady as they chatted, could hardly keep
from staring at the firm breasts of her friend, and the tight
crotch of her jeans.

Her voice was
breathless when she said “Your nipples are hard. Are you cold or
just happy to see me?”

Zoe’s face was
flushed, too, and she rubbed the back of her wrist against her
perspiring forehead. “I’m feeling hot and sweaty,” she said.

“Maybe you
should take off all those nasty clothes,” Tracy heard herself
say.

Both girls
flushed again.

Zoe rose
unsteadily. “I should – should go and – and check my – my mail,”
she said.

Tracy rose,
too, and they stared at each other.

“Bet that old
perve across is staring at us,” Zoe said, her voice shaky too.

“He’s probably
thinking he’d like to see us making out,” Tracy said, her chest
tight, her stomach fluttering.

“We should give
him a little show,” Zoe said with a shaky laugh.

Suddenly, both
girls had the fantasy of making out there while Roy watched,
thought of how exciting and wicked it would be to tease him, to
taunt him, to make him stare and get him all hot and bothered
looking at them “pretending” to do something with each other.

Tracy glanced
down the aisle. “No one is coming,” she gulped.

And then Zoe’s
lips were on hers, and her hand shot up eagerly to squeeze one of
Zoe’s firm breasts. They both shuddered as the heat rocketed up,
flooding into them as if from a distance, their nipples aching and
their pussies burned as their lips moved against each other with
feverish passion, tongues intertwined.

* * * * *

“Oh my God!”
Roy whispered.

They were doing
it! Right there in front of him! He had done it! He had made them
do it, no, made them WANT to do it. That was the trick. He had not
forced them to do anything. All he had done was implant the image,
and then make that image seem incredibly arousing and exciting.
They had done the rest.

He stared in
heated passion, his cock throbbing wildly as the two young girls
mashed their lips together, and began to caress and grope one
another. He stared at Tracy’s small hand as it kneaded Zoe’s
breast, and thought it was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen in his
life! If only he had a camera to record this!

His excitement
was palpable, and he was still transferring it to the two girls.
The more they did the hotter he got. The hotter he got, the more
heat he poured into their minds.

Zoe’s hand
thrust up beneath Tracy’s short skirt and Tracy let out a soft,
helpless cry as her fingers found her crotch and tugged it aside to
rub eagerly at her clit.

“Oh fuck! Oh
fuck! Oh fuck!” Tracy whispered, her hands behind Zoe’s neck as she
staggered back against the desk.

She loved the
feel of Zoe’s full breast in her hand, her fingers kneading and
squeezing it again and again. Her hand yanked down and then shoved
up under the other girl’s thin blouse, forcing the bra aside to
fasten on Zoe’s bare breast. She staggered with the excitement and
heat as she felt the hard little nipple against the palm of her
hand.

She forced open
the button at the top of Zoe’s jeans, and shoved her small, thin
hand down inside, down into the other girl’s panties, trembling
fingers reaching for her clit, and finding it.

They ground
feverishly against each other, lips crushing and mashing against
one another as their fingers stroked frantically against swollen,
burning clits. It seemed like forever, but in less than a minute
both of them were climaxing against one another, their cries
muffled by each other’s open mouths as their bodies rocked and
twisted together in desperate pleasure.

* * * * *

Roy came in his
pants – again. His lust fed their lust, and their lust fed his, so
that all three were locked into a spiraling sexual storm which
built into a massive climactic howl. Roy slumped in his chair,
Tracy slumped back against the desk, and Zoe clutched her
exhaustedly, to keep from falling to her knees.

With the worst
of his heat sated, however, and theirs as well, they began to
plummet back to earth, and realization hit them. Both girls blushed
furiously, and as Tracy smoothed her skirt down Zoe looked in any
direction but at Roy, then she finally turned and forced a smile on
her face.

“Did you like
the show, Roy?” she asked, her voice quavering.

“Oh yes,” he
said.

She laughed a
phony, forced laugh. “We did it just for you. We figured you were
bored and would like to see a little show.”

“You were
definitely right,” he said.

“You guys,” she
said, her voice strengthening a little. “You all have these weird
ass thoughts about girls, but we’re not like that. It doesn’t
really mean anything when we hug or kiss you know.”

“I know,” he
said. “Looks pretty hot, though.”

“Yeah,” she
said. “Had you going, I bet!”

“Hmmmm,” he
said. “Well, don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone.”

“There’s
nothing to tell,” she said too quickly.

“And you know,
it would be less dangerous next time if you used my cubicle, since
it had more privacy.

His cubicle was
lodged in between two real walls, and had a panel running at right
angles to the entrance. You couldn’t see all the way in to the
corner of his office without actually stepping inside. The girls’
cubicles, however, were entirely open to the view of anyone walking
by.

“We were just
teasing you,” Zoe said, red-faced.

“Good job,” he
said with a grin.

Zoe hurried
back to her cubicle and Tracy turned away, scrunching in at the
corner of her desk, as far from the opening – and Roy, as she could
manage. After a moment she got up and hurried up the aisle to the
ladies room.

This, Roy
thought, has all sorts of possibilities. But he still knew very
little about what he was doing, much less how he was doing it. He
examined the ring, wondering what ancient druid or witch doctor or
priestess or whomever had somehow produced it back in the dawn of
history. It must be ancient, for God knows no one around could do
that sort of thing today.

Could they?

He found that,
somehow, despite the fact they were now out of sight, he had a
connection with the two girls. It was harder to read them, but he
knew where they were, and, thought not exact, he had a reasonably
good grasp on what they were thinking. Both girls were shocked at
their behaviour, both were mortified they had done it, and
horrified at the thought of what would have happened had someone
come along and seen them. They were also both worried about him
telling people.

Zoe was closest
to him, as she was in the cubicle next to Tracy’s. He worked on
her, trying to make her not worry, not be so embarrassed, but he
couldn’t affect her thoughts at all. Not in that way. The only
thing he seemed able to do was influence fantasies and make her
think certain things were very – hot.

Had her memory,
now, of what she’d done with Tracy, and he infused his own excited,
eager heat into it, making the memory seem even more exciting than
it had at the time. Soon that heat was overcoming her shock and
regret to the point her only real concern was that Roy had seen
them, and that he might tell.

Zoe was not one
of those women who had a lot of exhibitionist tendencies, but,
wait, what was that… He tugged at a memory from a couple of years
back. It was Zoe at a strip club, with a bunch of friends for some
bachelor party. It figured the guys would invite her along, since
she was very boyish in some ways, and was on their baseball team. A
stripper had tried to persuade Zoe into getting a lap dance, but
despite being a bit drunk she had refused, even though the guys had
all offered to pay for it.

No, she was NOT
going to be the center of attention to a room full of horny
men!

But the girl
had sat down and then told her that with her face and her slender,
athletic body, Zoe could make a fortune as a stripper. Zoe had been
a little flattered, but had shook her head. No way she was going to
take her freaking clothes off up on a stage in front of a bunch of
drunk men!

Of course, the
memory was considerably more exciting to Roy. The idea of Zoe as a
stripper was a delight. A delicious fantasy sprang into his head of
Zoe dancing and prancing on the stage, all those men watching,
lusting after her, wanting her, just like he wanted her, of Zoe’s
gorgeous lean body twisting and twirling – naked.

He strengthened
the memory, made it brighter and hotter than it had originally been
in the girl’s mind. Roy suddenly realized something, a memory from
university, from a philosophy class. We are the product of our
experiences. Our memories are what make us who we are.

So what if
someone changes the memories? That would, he thought, inevitably
begin to change who you are.

He couldn’t
really change the memory, though. What had happened, had happened.
He couldn’t place a made up memory of Zoe accepting the lap dance
and getting hot. But he could infuse the girl’s suggesting with
heat, could transfer his deep regret that Zoe had turned down the
lap dance to the memory in Zoe’s mind so that she too now felt
regret when she thought of it, could transfer the excitement at the
thought of Zoe’ dancing on stage naked to Zoe’s memory.

He searched
through her memories, found other incidents of men and boys
watching her, and infused heat and excitement to each memory.
Strongest of course, was the memory of Roy watching she and Tracy
just then, and he added a sense of the voyeuristic excitement he’d
felt at watching, twisting it, adding it, wanting Zoe to know how
incredibly aroused men were by watching her do things, by posing
and exposing her body.

He could tell
he was having an effect. He was calming her. She was less upset
now, less embarrassed, and feeling the beginning of a sense of
giddy excitement at having put on such a show for him, turned him
on so much. It was safe, he judged, to talk with her, and he got up
and walked across the aisle.

She started
guiltily when he leaned against the doorway.

“I have to
say,” he said with a grin, “That you guys sure know how to put on a
show for a guy.”

“Guys are
easy,” she said, blushing a little, feeling renewed
embarrassment.

“True. We see
two gorgeous young girls kissing and caressing and we insane with
excitement. You could have sold tickets to half the men in the
building and they’d all have been sitting there with their jaws on
the floor, incredibly turned on by the sight of you two.”

“Were you
incredibly turned on, Roy?” she asked with a grin.

“Oh yeah. It’s
like a fantasy come to life.”

She snorted in
amusement. “I bet.

“Tracy is such
a cute little thing, but I wouldn’t have expected her to go along
with a little play acting game like that. You’re kind of a party
chick, and you’re always ready for a dare or taking a risk. But
she’s so mousy. I’m a bit shocked.”

“She uhm,
didn’t seem to mind,” Zoe said.

“Maybe because
your fingers were up under her skirt. I wonder if she was ever
touched there before.”

Zoe laughed.
“She’s not a virgin, if that’s what you mean.”

“No? Well I bet
she hasn’t done much, though.”

“No, very
little, from what she’s said.”

“Well I hope
you weren’t so good just then that you took her away from men for
life.”

Again Zoe
laughed. “I don’t think there’s much risk of that. We were just
playing, remember.”

“Yeah, I know,”
he said.

He moved off,
satisfied he’d settled her, and that she would help settle Tracy
when she got back. He wanted to do more, but he was instinctively
sure that if he fooled around in their heads too much too fast
they’d begin to get suspicious about where these obscene thoughts
were coming from.

He moved up the
aisle to Tori’s cubicle and walked in.

“Hey, hot
stuff,” he said.

“Hey you,” she
said, turning her head from the computer screen.

Her face was
right at crotch level. Normally he wouldn’t have moved in this fast
this close, but he was ready with a thought and a memory.

The memory was
how excited she’d been sucking Chad’s cock that time, the sense of
success, of conquest, of power, of female sexual strength. He
suddenly added in a fantasy of her sucking his cock right there,
right then, and infused it with the heat of that old memory and his
own heat at the thought. It was not at the level where she was
going to suddenly yank down his zipper, far from it.

But he knew
that suddenly she had the passing thought – a passing thought which
had heat and excitement attached – wouldn’t it be wild if I just
grabbed him right here and now, took his cock out, and sucked him
all the way to the hilt right at work, right in the middle of the
day?

“So are you
guys doing anything tonight?”

“Big Brother is
on TV, so we’ll watch that, and we might watch a video.”

He didn’t push
the fantasy, but added a little heat to it as they chatted idly,
then moved back to his desk.

Twice more that
day, though, he came to see her – not at all unusual, and twice she
came to see him at his desk to chat. Both times he stroked that
fantasy as he entered her office. When she entered his, it was a
different fantasy. It was a fantasy of her standing in the corner
of his L-shaped desk, where the monitor was, legs spread, while he
ate her out just out of sight of anyone passing by out front. He
added wicked daring heat and kinky excitement to the fantasy, and
again, kept it low key, something to flit behind her eyes as they
chatted.

She returned to
her desk, and he returned to his contemplations, and his
explorations of the girls’ fantasies and sexual experiences. He
sifted more gently through their memories now, of all three girls,
and when he found something he liked, he let his excitement infuse
the memory.

That included
all Tori’s memories of bondage and her experience with that other
woman. It also included memories of having her picture taken or
video taken while nude or having sex. Roy had been looking at hot
pictures and video of pretty girls on the internet for a long time
now. He wanted to be able to take the same kinds of pictures of
these lovely young female friends.

He glanced
across towards Zoe’s cubicle, and thought up another fantasy,
gently inserting it in the back of her mind. It was Tracy,
helpless, tied spread-eagled and naked, at her mercy as Zoe taunted
and teased her, as she tickled her with a feather, as she taunted
her with a vibrator, then used ice cubes and candle wax on her
lithe little body.

“Hey, Uncle
Roy, how do I find the location for paying purchase orders?”

He looked up to
find Holly in his office.

“You do the
goods receipt yet?”

“Yeah, but I
haven’t done one for a while. I can’t pay the invoice.”

‘You don’t use
the same path as you do when paying other invoices,” he said,
opening up his finance software and showing her the route.

He took her
wrist and pulled her gently in further, using that as an excuse to
touch her. He went over the path, and she bounced out. “Thanks
Uncle Roy. I love you,” she said casually as she left.

She said that a
lot, in fact, though only to him.

She was a funny
kid, he thought. She was living with a guy, but said she didn’t
love him or even want him there any more. She was shy around most
people, and didn’t get along with the other girls very well. She
was a loner, kind of like him, and yet somehow they got along
pretty well.
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With the touch,
and his link with her, a flood of sexual imaginary spread out
before his eyes, and he felt his cock throbbing with excitement
again.

There was Holly
on her knees, sucking her boyfriend while another guy did her from
behind. There was Holly masturbating with a dildo – in her ass. Her
mind was filled with fantasies of anal sex, but her boyfriend
wouldn’t cooperate. He though it was dirty and disrespectful. She
had other fantasies, fantasies of oral sex, of receiving oral sex.
Her fantasies were very strong, and tinged with frustration. Oral
sex was another thing the boyfriend wouldn’t do.

What a fag, he
thought.

Holly
masturbated often, even at work. She masturbated in the toilet
stall, and even at her desk. She was so sensitive down there, it
seemed, that she could simply grind against her chair a little, and
come in her pants in under a minute.

Despite her
small size, her boyfriend never bothered with much foreplay beyond
kissing and groping her breasts and her ass. He wouldn’t touch her
between the legs, except with his cock.

Roy didn’t
think he’d come across a guy like that before. He was startled they
were still around, especially at that age.

He planted a
fantasy in her mind, straddling him, riding his cock, taking it up
the ass right there at work, in his cubicle, and in a toilet stall.
He infused it with heat and excitement and let it drift free to
slide through her mind. Even from a distance he could feel her
reaction, could sense only a little confusion. She tried to shift
the fantasy, though, to do it to someone else, someone younger,
though faceless, anonymous.

Roy frowned in
irritation, then shifted it back, and added a feeling of safety and
comfort, of trust in him. She did like him an awful lot, he could
see. More than Tracy and Zoe, but not as much as Tori. He sifted
through her memories of their encounters, and added a little heat
to each, a little excitement, and tried to infuse them with the
certainty that here was a man who would never hurt her.

Well, never
harm her, would be more accurate. He’d had plenty of fantasies
about hurting her - by spanking that pretty little bottom. He
thought of one now, of Holly in her little kilt, looking like a
schoolgirl, bent across his lap while he fingered and spanked her.
Only now he had himself fingering her wrinkled little anal opening
as well.

The end of the
day approached. Roy was practically overdosed on delicious mental
images he’d stolen from the girls’ minds. But he was in the mood to
do more, to refine and expand his influence. He wanted to fuck
every one of these little bitches, and do it hard and repeated. He
wanted them to do all the nasty things he’d seen in porn videos,
all the nasty things he’d seen on the internet.

And now he had
the means to … persuade them … to do cooperate.

* * * * *

They couldn’t
pretend it was a game, not any more.

Tracy and Zoe
were nude, on Zoe’s bed, writhing and twisting slowly, limbs
intertwined, lips sliding passionately together, breast to breast,
nipples hard and throbbing as their hot breath filled the air.
Their hearts were pounding, pulses racing as the blood surged
through their veins.

Zoe’s fingers
stroked the slighter girl’s pussy and Tracy’s head jerked back, her
mouth open. “Oh God!” she gasped.

Zoe grinned
huskily. “You like that, eh, little girl/”

“Do that
again!” Tracy gasped.

“Beg me, slut,”
Zoe taunted.

“Please do that
again,” Tracy moaned.

Zoe did,
working her fingers across the girl’s clit as Tracy’s head dropped
back and her chest arched with a long, shuddering groan.

The unblinking
eye of Zoe’s camcorder looked on. Zoe wasn’t sure why she thought
it would be really hot to record her first real lesbian experience,
but she knew it would be, that it would incredibly exciting to
watch them on the monitor or TV later.

“Let’s see how
you like this!” she panted, shoving the girl back down and sliding
her leg in between Tracy’s.

Again, she
wasn’t sure where the thought came from. Maybe she’d seen it in a
porn video once. But now she grasped the girl’s slender leg and
lifted it up and back, then maneuvered her pussy in against the
apex of Tracy’s legs, groin to groin, pussy to pussy, and began to
rub herself back and forth against Tracy’s seeping pink sex.

“Oh fuck!”
Tracy gasped, face flushed.

“Yessss!” Zoe
groaned, excitement surging through her veins.

This was so
hot, so wild, so kinky and incredible! Why hadn’t she tried fooling
around with a girl before!?

She rolled her
hips in and out, her pussy rubbing and mashing against Tracy’s as
she crushed her upper leg back. She moaned as Tracy squeezed her
breast again, digging her fingers into the soft, sensitive flesh,
then pinching the nipple. Zoe gasped again as the pinch came
harder, as Tracy, excited, began to tug and twist and roll her
nipple so that it ached and burned.

But why did the
pain feel so – incredibly – good?!

Fantasies
twisted and burned in her mind, and she felt the sexual heat
deepening as she ground her pussy against Tracy’s. Both of them
were panting for breath, their faces and chests flushed as their
hunger burned within them. This was all knew to both of them, and
they were enjoying the thrill of discovery mixed with a heady sense
of excitement and lust.

“Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh!” Zoe cried, orgasm blossoming within her as she ground her
pussy furiously against Tracy.

“Oh! Oh fuck!
Oh God! Oh yes!” Tracy gasped, eyes glassy, rolling back as she
gurgled and moaned and came against the other girl.

Zoe collapsed
over her, and the two lay together, chests heaving, regaining their
breath and energy.

Zoe rolled over
then, and sat up. “Hey, have you ever… done any bondage?”

Tracy’s eyes
widened. “What? No!”

“I’d really
like to – play around a little.”

“You want to
tie me up?!” Tracy asked doubtfully.

“Well, uhm, you
could tie me up first if you like.”

“I don’t
know…”

“Here, I’ve got
some rope.”

She felt
excitement surging at the thought. She’d fantasized about tying up
Tracy, but those fantasies had filled her mind with excitement at
the thought of any woman tied spreadeagled, not simply Tracy. And
so being that woman herself could only be a hot, passionate thing
to her.

Her excitement
seemed to affect Tracy, though the slighter girl giggled several
times and said it was a bit silly.

Still, she soon
had Zoe tied spreadeagled to the four posts of the bed, and felt
her groin throbbing as she looked down at the helpless naked
girl.

“You can…
torture me now,” Zoe panted, face red, chest starting to rise and
fall more quickly again.

Tracy lay her
slim body atop the other girl, licking and sucking and kneading her
breasts, letting her soft hands slide up and down the bound girl’s
body. She let her fingers stroke the other girl’s clitoris and then
stared down at it curiously. With Zoe helpless, she felt more
power, more strength, felt braver. She examined the girl’s neat
shaven sex, and then slowly slid a finger up inside her.

“I-I have a –
dildo,” Zoe panted.

Tracy giggled a
bit, feeling flushed, feeling embarrassed, feeling dirty as well,
but she got it out of the night table and then felt another hot
surge of bubbling heat.

She wasn’t sure
what made her do it, but she placed the base against her own pussy,
held it there with her hand, and then slowly pushed it down into
Zoe’s body. She wasn’t content with a few inches, either. She
thrust in and out as if she were actually fucking the athletic
young brunette, driving it deeper and deeper.

Both of them
gasped and panted as she did this, their lips moving together.
Fucking Zoe in this way was exciting and empowering for the lithe
young girl. And it was quite a novelty. It was as though she were a
man! Was this what men felt like when they lay atop a girl fucking
her? She thrust her hips in and out, keeping her hand between her
legs, pinning the base to her groin as she ground and rolled her
hips.

Below her, Zoe
gasped and moaned, and her legs strained against the bonds. Her
back arched and she rolled her head as Tracy began to bite and lick
and kiss along the nape of her neck.

“Fuuuuck!” she
moaned. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Yes! Oh! Fuck me! Fuck me, Tracy!”
she gasped.

Tracy worked
her hips in and out, her small bottom rising and falling, her hips
working as she fucked down into Zoe.

“Harder!
Faster!” Zoe moaned.

Tracy worked
her hips harder, thrusting the dildo in hard, wondering why it
didn’t hurt Zoe, as it surely would have hurt her. Then again, she
was less experienced, and smaller.

Zoe gasped and
whimpered and moaned, and Tracy again worried she was hurting her,
but Zoe’s frantic “Harder!” made her continue and pick up the
pace.

She came,
crying out, arching back, her hips jerking and quivering and
thrashing up against the pumping dildo as Tracy thrust herself down
harder and faster, feeling elated, feeling powerful, feeling almost
as she thought a man must feel as she fucked the pretty young
brunette into oblivion.

She eased her
movements, but released the dildo, which was buried in Zoe’s
throbbing, moist pussy. Heat and hunger, and a wild daring
sensation spread through her body. She slid slowly upwards sitting
atop the other girl, straddling her.

She blushed as
she felt how moist her pussy was sitting on Zoe’s belly, but then
she slid higher, rising onto her knees, spreading them as she
rubbed her pussy up across a rounded breast, then back, grinding
herself back and forth against it several times as Zoe looked up
through glassy eyes.

More daring,
more excitement spread through her, and Tracy slid higher still,
until she was kneeling with her crotch just above Zoe’s gasping
mouth. Then she eased it down with a feral, teasing little look,
ready to jerk back though if Zoe objected.

“Lick me,” she
breathed.

Zoe stared at
the slit an inch from her mouth. She felt a sense of disgust and
started to turn her head away, but a flood of heat and excitement
swept over her, and a sense of daring and abandon made her push her
face up and lick the girl’s wet pussy.

Tracy moaned
and sank down fully, her pussy crushing Zoe’s mouth. Zoe began to
lick eagerly, her tongue whipping across the quivering clitoris,
then sliding down to thrust up into the moist, drooling pink
pussy.

“Oh my God!’
Tracy groaned, head rolling back.

She ground her
pussy slowly down into Zoe’s mouth, her hips rolling lithely,
sensually, her pussy grinding firmly against Zoe’s licking,
lapping, sucking, panting mouth.

Her face took
on a desperate look of passion, and she ground herself down harder,
then seized a tangled mass of hair and jammed her pussy down hard
as the orgasm spread through her. It was massive, intense, and she
cried out as she bounced atop the other girl’s mouth, jamming her
clit down against the stroking tongue as wave after wave of hunger
and sexual heat swept through her.

She fell back
and rolled off, clutching her burning pussy, gulping in air, her
shoulder length hair tangled and matted as she stared sightlessly
at the wall across from her. It took her a long minute to recover
enough to sit up and roll off the bed. But the sight of Zoe laying
spread-eagled and tied down sent another wave of heat and
excitement through her.

Zoe’s body was
so… beautiful! It was so erotic, so firm and trim, yet so soft and
rounded! Why had she never before noticed how utterly gorgeous and
exciting female bodies looked!?

She slid into
bed, and lazily sucked and licked at Zoe’s breasts as her fingers
gently kneaded them. Her hand eased down and she began to stroke
her finger across Zoe’s clit, then pump the dildo idly.

An idea came to
her, and she giggled, for it struck her playful side. She left Zoe
where she was, ran into the kitchen, and came back with a glass
filled with ice, and a small pair of silver ice tongs. She picked
up a cube, sticking her tongue out at Zoe’s bleary gaze, then
lowered the cube to her nipple.

“Ahh!” Zoe
gasped, eyes jerking open, arms and legs pulling against the
ropes.

She stared at
the cube, and then up at Tracy.

“S-stop!”

Tracy giggled
and let the ice cube lazily circle the other girl’s breast, then
cross back and forth over it.

“That’s cold!”
Zoe moaned.

“Maybe it’ll
cool you down, hot pants,” Tracy teased.

“Bitch!”

“Oh yeah?”

She slid the
cube slowly down along Zoe’s ribs and the other girl screamed,
arching and twisting against the ropes.

“You
bitch!”

“If you want me
to stop then – beg me,” Tracy teased.

“I’ll never beg
you, you skinny rodent!”

Tracy sent the
melting cube sliding up across Zoe’s other breast, and rubbed it
back and forth over the girl’s nipple. Small droplets of water
trickled slowly down across the tanned round surface of her breast
and down onto her belly as Zoe moaned and twisted and cursed and
pulled against the ropes.

“Say please
Miss Tracy,” Tracy teased.

“Eat me,
bitch!”

“No, you’ll eat
me, slut!” Tracy laughed.

She put the
remains of the cube into the glass and then scrambled up to
straddle Zoe’s face again. She rubbed her pussy back and forth over
her mouth, but Zoe kept her lips tightly closed.

“Eat me,
slut!”

Zoe kept her
lips firmly closed, trying to turn her head away. Tracy grinned and
gripped her hair, forcing her face to hold still as she rubbed her
pussy against her lips. She was so aroused that it really didn’t
matter if Zoe did anything. She was virtually masturbating against
the girl’s mouth and chin.

Sensing this,
Zoe opened her mouth, and then lightly bit one slender pussy
lip.

“Oww! You
bitch!”

Zoe laughed up
at her, and Tracy slid back, grasping the ice tongs, but instead of
plucking another cube from the glass she caught one fat, hard
little pink nipple between the metal tongs and squeezed.

Zoe hissed and
her head began to shake wildly. The tongs were not only ice cold
but Tracy was squeezing them more and more tightly together so that
her nipple ached fiercely!

But why did
that ache turn her on so intensely?!

“Beg me. Say
please miss Tracy, may I lick your lovely pussy.”

She pinched and
twisted the other girl’s nipple hard, pulling her hand slowly back,
stretching out the nipple. Then she let it go and attached the
other nipple, twisting and crushing it, pulling and stretching it.
At the same time, she gripped the dildo and began to work it in and
out with her small hand, pumping hard, pumping fast, ramming it
deep as the other girl writhed and moaned and gasped and let out
little cries and grunts and moans of – pleasure, she thought.

She saw the
girl’s face redden, saw her beginning to arch, and stopped.

“Beg me to let
you come, slut.”

“Don’t
stop!”

“Beg.”

“Please, Miss
Tracy! Please make me cooom!” Zoe cried.

Tracy rammed
the dildo in and out.

“Pinch my
nipples!” Zoe cried frantically.

Surprised,
Tracy picked up the tongs, crushing one swollen nipple, then leaned
forward and bit the other as she pumped the dildo in and out. She
almost stopped as Zoe let out a shriek, a loud howling cry that she
only just barely realized was extreme pleasure before she stopped
what she was doing. She kept biting, kept pinching, kept thrusting
as Zoe thrashed and twisted and then went limp.

She stopped,
looking at the red, swollen nipples with some concern, then at the
sweating, gasping, dazed girl beneath her.

What a rush
that had been!

“Now you’re
going to lick my pussy, aren’t you, slut,” she purred

“Yes, Miss
Tracy,” Zoe almost whispered, eyes slitted.

Tracy gently
sucked and licked at the other girl’s wounded breasts, giving her
some time to recover, then straddled her face. Zoe meekly licked
and sucked at her pussy as the slight young woman gripped her hair
on either side of her head, and ground herself down through three
successive orgasms.

Then she untied
Zoe and they spent some time kissing gently, nuzzling, hugging,
stroking and whispering and giggling before getting up and having a
shower together. There, Zoe shaved the small strip of hair which
Tracy had over her pussy while the other girl blushed shyly.

Then they were
back in bed, grinding their pussies together to yet another climax
before falling asleep, arm in a
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His control
operated on a subconscious level, Roy had learned. That made it
hard to do anything really quickly without taking risks. Only now
was he realizing how foolish he had been in rushing Tracy and Zoe
into a lesbian affair. They were both still bemused by it all, and
he could sense the confusion in their heads. Still, they were both
kind of giddy with the excitement of it all, and feeling a trifle
slutty – but in a good way.

He had not
sensed them having sex the previous night. So it seemed there was a
distance beyond which he could do nothing. At the same time, the
fantasies and alterations he had made to their minds seemed to have
held, and inspired them. As soon as he looked into their minds the
next morning he could see the memories there. He could also see
that Zoe had recorded it all, while being barely aware of it, and
then had brought the CD she had made of their tryst to work and
left it on her desk.

As soon as she
was away from her desk Roy fetched it and put it into his computer.
His arousal grew as he watched, cursing softly and excitedly under
his breath as he saw that it was Tracy who was topping the athletic
brunette, and not the reverse. He was not satisfied with the camera
work, though. It would have been better if someone else was there
to record it, to zoom in and out and move around. Someone like –
him.

He worked in
Zoe’s mind, strengthening her excitement at the pain and submission
she’d undergone, adding even more heat to the memory of Tracy
crushing her nipples, and to her caving in and begging to come.

Then he left
her and Tracy alone. The two were acting a bit like giddy
schoolgirl lovers after their first sex, but that was okay with
him. If anyone else noticed, well, no real harm could come from
it.

He turned his
attention to Tori. They had not driven in that morning,
unfortunately, but as soon as she sat down he went over to greet
her. Nothing unusual about that, and they chatted as he kept his
crotch pointed at her face. He could sense the fantasy at work
again, and worked to strengthen it as they chatted. He worked on
the bondage and submission fantasies and memories, as well.

“Well, I should
get back to my office,” he said with a grin.

He slid a
finger genially down along the bridge of her nose. He’d done it
before, but this time, he slid his finger lower, and lightly traced
it along her lips. She blinked at him, startled, and he grinned and
winked.

“Get to work,
hot stuff,” he said, tracing his finger along her lips.

“I am hot,” she
said with a grin, licking at his finger.

He smirked, and
she inhaled sharply.

“Are you
really?”

“You know I
am.”

“How hot is
that?”

He slid his
finger slightly across her lower lip, and she closed the upper lip
on it and licked at it. He pushed his finger in a little and she
grinned and slid her lips all the way down to the knuckle and
licked at his finger.

“That’s pretty
hot,” he said.

He pumped his
finger a little then pulled it out, and popped it into his own
mouth as she grinned up at him, eyes hot.

“One day you’ll
have to show me just how talented you are,” he said.

“Maybe one day
I will!”

He took a half
step forward, bringing his crotch up near her face. “On something
bigger than a finger,” he said.

“It better be,”
she retorted.

Then her hand
slid up his thigh and gave his cock and balls a little squeeze.

His cock
throbbed at once. “Jesus, girl. You better watch out. I’ll whip it
out right here,” he said, gasping.

She licked her
lips, face flushed, then as if in a haze, she reached for his
crotch again, placing her hand over it, rubbing up and down and
squeezing lightly. She gripped the zipper and pulled it down, eyes
fixed on his groin as her slim hand slipped into his trousers.

Roy was leaning
against the doorframe. He turned and looked up and down the aisle,
seeing no one nearby. His cock was already rock hard as Tori pulled
it out into the bright light. She moaned softly as her lips wrapped
around it and she began to suck.

Roy moaned. He
was in heaven. It was hard to keep watching in both directions. He
was half in and half out of the cubicle. Anyone looking up the
aisle would simply see him standing there. But Tori’s beautiful
lips were bobbing up and down the long length of his cock, and then
he clutched the frame of the cubicle to keep from staggering as he
entered her throat and her lips moved all the way down to his
zipper.

“Jesus!” he
gasped.

She rolled her
blue eyes up at him, then slid her lips slowly back along his
shaft.

A movement out
of the corner of his eye caught his attention, and he gasped and
pushed her back. He had no time to stuff his glistening cock back
into his trousers, so simply picked up a file folder and held it
sideways as he continued to lean, unmoving, his hip pressed against
the door frame.

Sharon walked
by, paying them little heed other than to say hi.

Tori giggled
madly, then leaned forward and slid her lips over his cock again,
bobbing up and down, sucking, her tongue moving expertly as she
sucked him off in less than a minute. This time when he shot into
her mouth, though, her feelings were not tinged with disgust or
shame, for he had altered her previous memories. His lust and
excitement transferred to her now, as well, so that she felt a hot,
wild rush of pleasure as he came in her mouth.

“I-I’ll have to
r-return the favour,” he gasped.

“You better,
mister,” she said with a wicked little grin.

He put himself
back into his pants and returned, somewhat unsteadily, to his
cubicle.

Did that count
as rape, he wondered? Probably, if you boiled it right down. He
hadn’t forced her to do it, but he’d basically mind-raped her into
wanting to do it. But all she’d felt was pleasure and excitement,
so was that really a bad thing? He glanced across at Tracy. She was
happy as a clam, and she and Zoe had had a wonderful and
pleasurable experience. So what if he’d fucked with their minds to
bring it about.

And when he
boiled it down, he really wasn’t going to change no matter what the
morality of his actions were. He’d imagined Tori’s lips around his
cock for years, and now he’d done it. And he’d be doing a lot more
to her soon.

“Hey, wake up,
old man. Are you sleeping already,” Holly said as she wandered
past.

He was sitting
right at the entrance to his cubicle, and suddenly lashed out and
smacked her bottom, making her yelp and leap forward.

“Brat,” he
said.

But she turned
and giggled at him, then stuck her tongue out as she walked on.

He furtively
slipped into her mind, and added a sense of excitement to the
memory, linking it with her own fantasies about anal sex, and his
implanted fantasies of her wanting to be spanked. He could actually
sense her reaction, could sense her feeling her own nipples harden
within the cups of her bra.

It was bizarre
to feel that from the other side, to feel a girl’s nipples tingling
as if he were the girl, but Roy was starting to find it a real
turn-on. The pleasure and heat she felt, after all, were flowing
into his brain.

“I am going to
fuck your tight little ass,” he whispered as she turned the corner
up ahead.

He got up and
went to visit Claire, and they chatted about political issues. She
was highly intelligent, if somewhat naïve. He had decided to plant
a subconscious desire for men to look at her chest.

She wasn’t
aware of it, but she was wearing one of the loose, scoop neck tops,
and now as they talked, she leaned forward repeatedly, and often
reached down as if to adjust her shoe, giving him a terrific look
down the gaping top at her breasts.

He was being
very careful with her. She was so unsexual in most ways that a
sudden rush of nasty fantasies would alarm her. She’d wonder where
they were coming from, and why. So he was going slow, adding, as
with Zoe, little dollops of pleasure and heat at memories of men
looking at her body appreciatively. That occasion when she’d lost a
button and her shirt had briefly gaped, displaying her bra to he
and Charlie had a sense of embarrassment attached. He changed it to
one of embarrassed pleasure and subdued heat.

After twenty
minutes or so of chatting he returned to his cubicle, winking at
Tori as he passed. She looked at him strangely, and a minute later
got up and came to his cubicle. “Can you show me where to find the
file on branch training?” she asked in an oddly loud voice.

He looked up at
her in surprise, then sensed the roiling heat behind her eyes.

“Sure,” he
said.

She came into
the cubicle, which was nothing new, but instead of sitting in his
visitor’s chair, she slid around in front of him, blocking his view
of the monitor.

“Ahm, you’ll
have to…”

“Didn’t you say
you would have to return the favour?” she breathed.

He grinned as
she spread her legs, her light skirt sliding slowly up her
legs.

He watched as
her fingers slowly and teasingly raised the skirt, until her shaven
sex appeared. She was not wearing panties, and he could see the
heat oozing out of her.

“I won’t be
able to watch for visitors,” he whispered.

“Then show me
how good you are and if it’s over with quickly the odds should keep
us safe.”

“I’m usually
not trying to make things be over with quickly,” he said dryly.

His fingers
caressed her thighs. “You have a beautiful pussy,” he said, his
finger sliding up to slide along it.

She moaned
softly, arching her back as he rubbed her. His finger slowly pushed
up into her body, then a second slid in beside it as he pumped them
in and out. His head kept jerking back and forth between her pussy,
his glistening fingers, and the aisle behind him.

He let his
thumb stroke against her clit and she cursed softly, clutching the
edge of the desk now, her mouth open, her head back, her face a
mask of heat as he pumped his fingers and stroked her clit.

He leaned in
and kissed her clit, then began to lick swiftly up across it.

“Fuck!” she
whispered. “Oh! Fuck! Fuck! Ungh! Fuck!”

He swept heat
into her mind as he licked, and she climaxed in under a minute,
clutching his head and grinding furiously against him as the orgasm
swept over her. She arched back across the top of his monitor,
desperately trying to keep the noise down before she sank
helplessly to her knees, hugging him and gulping in air.

He kissed the
top of her head, his hand cupping her breast and kneading it as his
cock hardened again. He undid a button and slipped his hand into
her blouse and under her bra. “Your skin is so fucking soft!” he
whispered.

He rolled her
hard nipple between his fingers and she moaned softly.

“I wanna fuck
you!” he whispered.

“N-Not here!”
she gasped.

“No, too
dangerous. But I know where.”

He helped her
adjust her clothes, and then the two left, a trifle unsteadily,
walking up the aisle and out past the elevators. They went to the
other side of the floor, and he unlocked the back storage room. She
was gripped with subdued heat mixed with anxiety, uncertainty, and
confusion. She knew this was insane. If they were caught… and why
was she doing this and… this was… wrong but…

His heat swept
through her mind, dissolving her resistance as he ushered her
inside and closed the door behind them. She turned to face him,
face flushed.

“Take off your
skirt,” he whispered.

She stared at
him as if surprised at the request, but he slipped into her mind
and caressed those parts of her memories which focused on her
exhibitionist nature. She loved being looked at, loved being
admired for her looks, and he had taken some care to add heat to
those memories, to add excitement and hunger.

Now her fingers
undid her skirt, and it slipped down her legs to pool at her
ankles.

“Now the
top.”

Her breath was
caught in her tight chest, her excitement rising. She was blushing
with embarrassment, her mind swirling with indecision, with
anxiety. But her fingers undid her blouse and slipped it off, then
removed her bra. He kissed her, and she melted into his arms as his
hands caressed her back and kneaded her buttocks.

She DID have
incredibly soft skin, and the tactile pleasure of it was making his
cock bulge as he ran his hands over her and touched her everywhere.
His hands ravished her, reveled in the soft and sensuous feel of
her body, and his heart pounded in his chest as she writhed and
moaned against him, infected by his heat.

The storage
room was about ten feet long and wide, but it had shelves filled
with storage boxes running down both walls, and more filled most of
the floor. He threw a tarp over some loose low boxes and had her
lay back on it.

“Spread your
legs wide,” he whispered hoarsely.

Blushing
deeply, she did.

“Now show me
your pussy. Spread your pussy lips for me.”

He could sense
her embarrassment deepening, but he fanned the pleasure and
excitement at the same time, and, blushing furiously, she eased her
fingers down and spread the lips of her sex apart.

“Rub your
clit,” he ordered.

Again her mind
swelled with embarrassment, some indignation, and shame, but he
raised the heat, pouring lust into her until she obeyed. Her finger
began to stroke her clit as she stared up at him in helpless
passion.

“That’s it.
Keep rubbing. Masturbate for me, my lovely little blonde slut. Let
me watch you come.”

The idea
appalled her, but the heat overwhelmed her. As embarrassing as it
was it made her pussy burn and throb and sent a hot rush of
scalding excitement through her mind. She whimpered and moaned as
the pleasure mounted, and stared up at him, never taking her eyes
off his, her hunger fueled by his, but also by his attention. The
exhibitionist side of her he was rousing burned like a bonfire as
she oh so wickedly masturbated in front of his very eyes.

The orgasm
swept through her, and she jammed the inside of her elbow into her
mouth to keep her cries of pleasure low, her hips bucked wildly,
bucking and humping and jerking as she shuddered to a powerful
climax.

He slipped down
atop her, sucking and licking at her nipples and breasts, exulting
in the possession of her, in the feel of her lithe young flesh
against him. He rose up, tearing his shirt off, so he could lay
down and feel her body against his chest and belly. Their lips
mashed together as his lust again stroked her mind and sent her
into a moaning, wriggling sexual fever.

His hand
trembled as he rubbed his bulging cock along her dripping pussy.
She was gasping and moaning, almost hyperventilating as his heat
rose and overwhelmed her mind. He sank himself into her, and almost
cried out with joy at the feel of her soft, slick pussy wrapped
around his cock. It had been years since he’d had a woman, and
decades since he’d had one this young, this beautiful, this tight
and warm and soft.

He moaned and
drove himself deep, then held desperately still, clutching her
against him, burying his face in her neck, loving her soft blonde
hair against his face. He began to grind against her, and she came,
crying out so that he gasped in alarm and jammed his hand over her
mouth. Her legs jerked and flopped and bounced as she twisted and
writhed in orgasm beneath him, her eyes wide and wild.

His eyes
spotted a box filled with, of all things, rubbery purple stress
balls, giveaways intended for trade shows. He reached forward and
seized one, then pulled his hand away from her gasping mouth and
shoved the stress ball in. Her eyes blinked and she moaned, but
made no effort to stop him, her mind still drowning in the lust and
head he was pouring into her.

He pushed in at
the ball, transfixed by the sight, recalling so many pictures of
ball-gags and bondage which had aroused him all these years. He
forced it fully into her mouth, then began to thrust again, slowly,
lovingly, his hands again racing over her body, kneading her
delicious buttocks, stroking her lovely breasts, caressing her soft
neck and shoulders, sliding through her silky hair as his hips rose
and fell, rose and fell.

He wasn’t
consciously trying to heat her up, but his own lust was incredible
and intense, and the ring was pumping it straight into her mind as
she whimpered and moaned into the improvised gag. Again she came,
twisting and writhing, throwing her legs around him and jerking
frantically to force him to speed up. Her hands pulled at his hair
in feverish need, and he gasped and twisted them free, then pinned
them above her head with one hand.

He continued to
ride her, thrusting through another orgasm, then another, then
another, until her spasming, sucking pussy overwhelmed him and
drove him, too, over the brink. He buried his face in her neck to
silence his own cry of wild pleasure, his orgasm swamping him and
her together as he rammed himself down into her pussy with wild
abandon.

He collapsed,
gasping, gulping in air, and after long moments pulled his head to
look at her. He blinked, and then felt a wave of alarm, for her
eyes were closed. He jerked upright and hurriedly pulled the gag
out of her mouth, but she hadn’t stopped breathing, he realized
almost at once. She had simply lost consciousness, overwhelmed by
the massive tidal wave of orgasm which echoed back and forth
between them, linking the two of them together in a wild maelstrom
of heat and hunger and passion.

He grinned
shakily as he ran his hand tenderly over her lovely body. He’d done
it! He’d fucked Tori O’Brien’s brains out! After years of
fantasies!

And she
wouldn’t be the first either. Before he was done he’d have them
all!
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He gently shook
her back to consciousness, and then helped her dress. She seemed
dazed, stunned. “That was the most incredible, mind-blowing sexual
experience of my entire life!” she exclaimed in a hoarse,
astonished whisper, for at least the fifth time. “Oh my God! I
can’t believe what I’ve been missing!”

Roy tried not
to feel smug about that, but it was hard. Still, he knew damned
well that it hadn’t been him. It was the ring, and the way it was
linking them, the way it was stroking her heat with his. But he
wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. No way in hell had
Tori been prepared to let him so much as cop a feel before. Now he
was willing to bet she’d spread her legs for him whenever he wanted
her.

They went back
to their offices separately, so as to not incite gossip. He stopped
off to see Claire, and stroke her exhibitionist tendencies, managed
to find an excuse to slap Holly’s butt again, and even stopped by
to see Sharon, and start putting some thoughts into her
self-absorbed mind. He briefly glimpsed her sexual history, and
aside from the few secret liaisons she’d done with Julia, saw only
some fairly vanilla sex with a very few guys, including her current
boyfriend.

But there were
a number of pictures and videos he would love to get hold of.

“Roy,” a voice
called.

He turned and
smiled as he stopped at another cubicle. It was Anne Russsel, the
short, bespectacled girl from budgeting. About twenty-three, she
had very curly light brown hair which fell wildly around her
shoulders so that, most of the time, she kept it pulled up in a bun
behind her neck. She had a pretty, round face with small,
wire-framed glasses, and a body which had always been nice, and was
nicer still now that she’d been hitting the gym regularly and
reducing her hips.

She was a very
earnest young woman, and quite friendly, but not one had much in
common with, so unless they were talking business, or happened upon
the subject of a TV show or movie they were both interested in,
conversation between them was pretty on sided. She talked, while he
listened, nodded, and wondered how long before he could break
away.

But suddenly he
had the image of that lovely, earnest young face with her lips
wrapped around his cock. Yes, she was living with a guy, but so
what?

“What would you
like, Miss Anne?” he asked in a friendly fashion.

“These budget
figures from the third quarter don’t seem to match with the
projections from last month.”

He slipped into
her cubicle and gazed at the screen over her shoulder, leaning
forward and putting his hand on her shoulder briefly. Then he
reached down to the mouse, which had her hand on it. That let him
touch bare skin, and he brushed her hand lightly. “May I?”

“Sure,” she
said, drawing her hand back as he moved the mouse and revealed the
hidden column which made her shake her head in exasperation. “I
should have thought of that.”

“Don’t worry
about it.”

“No, you know
how I am,” she sighed. “The projections have so many different
elements and I don’t always…”

He smiled and
nodded, listening but not paying a lot of attention as his mind
sifted lightly through her memories, guided by his own lusts and
sexual interest. She was a very sexually active young woman, and
thoroughly enjoyed it too. He appreciated that. To look at her,
you’d think she spent most of her off time gardening and reading
books. But Anne was a lot lustier a girl than she seemed. She and
the boyfriend did it every night and every morning without fail,
and often enough in the shower or kitchen floor or sofa as well.
She came frequently, and was a squirter.

That fascinated
him. He’d never had a squirter, and wasn’t entirely sure, though,
that he wanted that much liquid pumping out around him. The images
from her memory showed sharp little gushes of liquid, especially
when she masturbated and it squirted out onto the floor or counter
or table or bed. She masturbated in a lot of different places! And
had a veritable toy box worth of dildos and vibrators.

She and the
boyfriend were working their way through the Kama Sutra – for the
third time, and were looking around for a discrete threesome with
another woman. She was not particularly enthusiastic about the
idea, but was genially cooperative with what she knew to be one of
the boyfriend’s big fantasies. Besides, she had been promised they
could try one with another man after that.

In fact, the
girl she wished she could do the threesome with was Sharon of all
people, though she had no intentions of actually broaching the
subject with her. They were only mild friends, really only work
friends, and she had no real thought Sharon would ever agree to
such a thing. Besides, Sharon was quite enthusiastic about her own
boyfriend.

I’ll just have
to see what I can do to get those two kids together, he thought
smugly. Maybe if I’m feeling generous I’ll even let their
boyfriends watch. Some day.

He got back to
his cubicle and winked across at Tracy, who blushed a little and
looked down.

He grinned and
sent her an email. “Going to tease me again?”

She blushed
again and gave him a quavering smile.

He did some
work then, for he had left it to lie for the last couple of days.
But every ten minutes or so he spun out a little fantasy in Tracy’s
mind of herself in his cubicle, stark naked, with Zoe eating her
out – and Roy in the background, watching.

After a couple
of hours, he added himself in further, letting the fantasy make her
so aroused that she demanded a cock inside her, and he drove his in
to the hilt.

He did some
touchup jobs on her memories of him and their encounters, adding in
a bit of sexual interest, and plenty of trust in him.

He got up and
wandered over to her near the end of the day. “So, anything big
planned tonight, princess?”

“No, just
probably watch TV,” she said.

He could
already read in her mind that Zoe was coming over again, and he
grinned at her.

“What about
you?”

“I don’t know.
I considered staying a bit. This place completely empties out at
three-thirty, you know. By four it’s a ghost town, and you can get
a lot of work done without any interruptions.”

“You, don’t
overtime?” she asked in surprise. “You don’t even work during the
day.”

“I work a lot,”
he said. “Anyway, it wouldn’t be overtime. If I stay an extra hour
I can come in an hour late.”

“You’re always
late anyway,” she said with a giggle.

“I can be
later!”

She smirked at
him.

“Maybe I’ll
just stay and surf the internet for porn while everyone’s away,” he
said.

“HR will catch
you,” she said, smiling.

“Maybe I’ll do
it on your computer, miss smartass,” he said.

“Yeah. Good
luck with that.”

Zoe wandered
over, then. He had been working on her intermittently too, and she
had picked up on what Tracy hadn’t – that the place would be empty
after three-thirty. He could sense the sudden hunger and excitement
in her as she tried to figure out a way to broach the subject.

“Or maybe I’ll
just go back to the store room and take inventory,” he said. “You
two ought to stay late too. You could get a lot of work done
together without any interruptions,” he said, winking.

“I don’t know
what you could be talking about, Mr. Jenkins,” Tracy said
casually.

He smirked, and
looked at Zoe, his eyes flicking down onto her very tight top, and
the firm young breasts thrusting out against it.

“Like what you
see, Roy?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Very
definitely,” he said with a friendly grin.

He felt her
pussy squeezing down at that, and at the wink he gave as he went
back to his cubicle. The two talked in low voices, glancing his way
now and then. Roy couldn’t actually hear what they were saying, and
his ability to know what they were thinking was limited to emotions
– including lust, fear, excitement and anxiety, and the images they
spawned.

But he could
sense images of the two of them together, in his cubicle, making
out, and he could send heat and excitement and hunger wafting
across the aisle into their subconscious minds every time those
images arose. He also let his own little gray fantasies slip in, of
him watching, of him getting aroused, even of him sticking it to
Tracy.

He felt younger
than he had in years. Fucking Tori’s brains out had done wonders
for him! And the great thing about the ring was that the lust he
sent to people was reflected back at him like an echo, helping keep
him in a state of bubbling hunger despite his recent experience
with Tori.

Speaking of
whom, the blonde showed up at his cubicle with a big grin. “Hey
there, sexy,” she purred in a low voice.

“Hello, wild
woman,” he said.

“God I wish I
didn’t have my car today. I’d love to go home in yours and maybe –
stop along the way.”

She looked
around her, blushing a bit. “I’m such a slut!” she said. “I can’t
believe I would cheat on Chad like that!”

“He’s an idiot
anyway, and besides, it’s just fun and games, right.”

“Yeah, I
guess,” she said reluctantly.

He grinned and
fanned her inner heat a little so that she gave a little moan.

“Tomorrow,” she
said, pointing at him.

She looked
around, then slid her finger along his lips. He licked at it and
she winked and went back to her cubicle, getting ready to
leave.

Everyone was
leaving, in fact, those who hadn’t already left early. He whistled
casually as he walked past the girls and went down the hall. He
would know if they were up to anything. He went to another floor,
and stopped by to see Tiffany, the director’s admin. He hadn’t even
started to work on the tall, buxom blonde yet, but did so now,
voyeuristically examining her sex life as they chatted.

It was a long
one, for she was in her late twenties, but not a particularly
interesting one. She didn’t seem to really enjoy sex much. It
seemed to be a bill she had to pay in order to attract and keep the
men she was so desperately seeking – that is, men with money. She
drank much too much, he saw now, for most of the time when she had
sex she was drunk, and she felt icky at much of what she did.

Well he was
going to change that. He found a few of the more interesting
memories, and imbued them with heat and excitement, and an echoing
memory of the pleasure he had felt Tori experience during their
recent sex. Then he wandered downstairs to the lobby and got a
coke, examined some magazines, and went back upstairs.

He could sense
things were getting started between the two girls, and the closer
he got the more interesting they seemed to be getting. He felt
their heat and excitement, and reflected it back to redouble it
within their minds, rousing them to the level of passion where
nothing else really seemed to matter much.

Their vision
was incoherent now, and all he felt was the wild sexual excitement
and passion as he walked back to his cubicle.

And then he was
there in the doorway. Tracy was sitting on the edge of his desk, in
the corner, where, ironically, he’d fingered and eaten out Tori.
Her top was pulled up over her small chest and Zoe was sucking and
licking her breasts. Tracy’s hand was down the front of Zoe’s
pants.

He leaned
casually in the opening and watched, sipping his coke. The girls
noticed him and gasped, whirling around, eyes wide, faces red. He
just grinned, and again tried to pump up their exhibitionist sides,
tried to add to the heat, spinning the fantasy he had already
implanted until, slowly, hesitantly, they turned away from him and
back to each other.

Now he could
almost guide them simply by passing a thought to them along with
the intense excitement he felt at that thought. He wanted Tracy
naked, and the thought shocked her and yet thrilled her at the same
time. Zoe was soon peeling the younger girl’s clothes off, though,
and then Tracy was completely naked, panting, red-faced, gasping,
moaning as Zoe knelt between her legs and licked her.

Tracy’s legs
were wrapped around the other girl’s head as she grasped the thick,
soft hair around Zoe’s head to help hold her upright on the edge of
the desk. She arched back repeatedly, though, gasping and moaning
softly.

The place was
nearly empty, but not completely. Roy grabbed the purple stress
ball he’d brought back from the store room and moved forward. He
pushed it against Tracy’s mouth and it opened under the pressure,
her eyes wild, staring at him as he pushed harder. She opened her
lips wider and wider, and he slowly and gently wedged the makeshift
ball gag into her mouth.

Her moans were
much diminished now, which was just as well because her climax
arrived with a rush, and she began to thrash and twist and shake
violently, riding Zoe’s face for all she was worth, arms jerking
spastically around the other girl’s head and upper body as she
yanked frantically at fistful’s of brown hair.

Their heat
pulsed out around them, and he drank it in, reflecting it back so
that the became feverish with sexual hunger. At a mental
suggestion, Zoe began to strip off, and then she was nude, as well,
bent over the other girl, their lips crushing each other as Tracy’s
legs came up around Zoe’s body and she ground herself against
her.

God, Zoe had
perfect tits, he thought, pulling his cock out and pumping it. He
moved forward and ran his hand over the girl’s fine ass, then slid
his cock underneath, feeling her quiver of anxiety, her hesitation
at the thought of him entering her. He sent more heat into her,
setting her mind spinning, then pushed up into her tight pussy.

She shuddered
and moaned, and came as he thrust deep. Roy grabbed her breasts and
dug his fingers in as he leaned over her, his cock thrusting up
hard and fast as he licked and kissed along the nape of her
neck.

* * * * *

Zoe thought she
would go insane with the sexual heat and hunger within her.
Undressing Tracy – right there at work! The sight of her lithe
young body all smooth and bare and spread out before her on Roy’s
desk was almost more than she could bear. Her hands raced over the
girl’s body and her lips sought her pussy with a longing she had
never known.

Hearing the
girl’s moans and gasps and soft, shuddering cries of pleasure made
her own pussy pulse and burn, and a hard, nasty, wickedly exciting
though, she began to peel off her own clothes, wildly aware that
Roy was standing behind watching, that anyone might come along and
see them.

Then she was
naked, crushed against Tracy, their overheated bodies pressed
together as she bent over the desk to pillow her breasts down
against Tracy’s small chest. When she felt Roy’s hand on her ass
she was shocked, for some reason, then anxious, then a wave of
scalding heat swept over her and she almost collapsed limp atop the
other girl, gasping and moaning into her mouth as Roy’s hands
kneaded her buttocks and spread her thighs apart.

She felt his
hands on her there and almost came, and then his cock pushed into
her and she did, crying out against Tracy’s ball-gagged mouth, her
lips pressed around it, against the slight young girl as she felt
Roy’s cock sliding up through the bubbling, steaming heat of her
pussy.

I can’t believe
I’m doing this! I can’t believe I’m doing this! I can’t believe I’m
doing this!

The words ran
like a wild refrain through her mind as the heat soared, and she
began to feel Roy’s hips slapping against her buttocks. His hands
fought with Tracy’s for her breasts, pinching and kneading and
squeezing them hard and tight, so hard and tight they ached and
hurt with that wild fierce pleasure she had only recently come to
know at Tracy’s hands.

Roy’s cock was
amazing! It was fucking her like she didn’t remember ever being
fucked before! Every thrust made her swoon with pleasure, and
another orgasm spread over the two of them as Roy pounded his hips
so hard the desk shook. The intensity of the orgasm was so much she
did collapse across Tracy’s body, gasping, shell-shocked by the
white wall of searing pleasure which had engulfed her.

Ohmygod, she
thought dazedly.

Roy’s hands
gripped her, rolling her over, sliding her up so she lay back on
the desk next to Tracy. She moaned, her head propped weakly against
the wall, her legs draped over the edge of the desk. Then he was
pulling Tracy off, and bending her over, and the younger girl was
pressed against her, breast to breast. Zoe wrapped her arms around
her and moaned as she felt the other girl’s body beginning to jerk
to and fro.

* * * * *

Tracy was mind
blasted by the wild pleasure, and the knowledge that Zoe was being
fucked even as their bodies pressed together was an intense rush.
She felt Zoe’s body quivering and shaking when she came, and stared
dazedly as Roy moved her off, rolled her over onto her back, and
positioned her right next to Tracy. Tracy moved her hand weakly to
grasp the other girl’s hand – but then Roy pulled her forward off
the desk.

She almost fell
but he helped her up, and she stared up at him, moaning through the
gag, watching with a weird sense of disbelief as his hands moved
over her, stroking her breasts, then sliding down between her legs
to rub at her clit. He turned her around and she grunted, eyes
slitted, as she felt his hand against her back, pushing her so she
fell across Zoe.

Zoe’s soft
hands caressed her back as she felt Roy spreading her legs apart,
and then a lightning shock of heat, anxiety and wonder gripped her
as she felt Roy’s cock pressing against her pussy opening. I can’t,
she thought dazedly. I can’t do… this!

But then he was
penetrating her, sliding up into her, stretching her out achingly
wide as his hands moved over her body. She shuddered and clasped
Zoe’s body against her as Roy pushed himself deeper into her slight
young body, then began to pump.

Wild heat
rushed over her and she climaxed with as shuddering, trembling,
wildfire explosion of sensory overload. God he felt so good inside
her. She grunted and moaned into the ball, trying to thrust her
small, almost boyish ass back at him as his big cock pumped in and
out of her tight, tender sex.

He rutted away
at her, forcing another orgasm on her, then a final howling
crescendo that, for some reason, set Zoe off as well, to the point
Roy had to put his hand over her mouth.

All three
collapsed, gasping.

“Let’s… let’s
go somewhere… where we can… make some noise,” Roy gasped
weakly.
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Zoe was again
spreadeagled on a bed, wrists and ankles tied to the four corners.
She was tied much more tightly now, though, and it was hotter,
wilder, kinkier with a guy there.

Roy was
amazing! How had she ever thought badly of him before? How had she
ever thought him anything less than wildly hot and sexy!?

Her face was
covered with cream as Tracy rubbed her wet pussy back and forth.
Roy had just finished coming inside her and was starting to rise,
and Zoe was starting to fit the scattered pieces of her mind back
together again from yet another fabulous climax.

“Now what
should we do with our little sex slave, Tracy?” he said.

Tracy eased her
pussy off Zoe’s mouth with a groan. “Fuck her,” she sighed.

“Oh we’ll do
that all right.”

“My pussy is
sore,” Tracy moaned, easing backwards and then flopping back on the
bed next to Zoe.

Zoe strained
weakly against the ropes binding her. Every time she pulled, and
they resisted so tightly, so firmly, she felt a wild little thrill
in her lower belly.

Roy picked up
his camcorder again and walked slowly around the bed, recording
her. Zoe shuddered with heat and no small anxiety. But he’d already
taken videos of she and Tracy in a hot sixty-nine, and of her
eating Tracy out repeatedly, and then of her masturbating with a
dildo. So what did one more matter?

He put down the
camcorder, and he and Tracy whispered together. Then they moved to
the bed and began untying her. Zoe felt a sense of disappointment
as her wrists were loosened. That disappointment grew even more
powerful as her wrists and then her ankles were untied
completely.

“Stand up, you
gorgeous slut,” Roy ordered.

She felt a
surge of heat at the word, and when he turned her around pulled her
wrists back behind her, that heat bloomed higher. She felt the rope
wrapped around her wrists, binding them tightly crossed behind her
back, and groaned at the rush of pleasure which enveloped her. It
confused her a little, for there seemed no reason for it, but she
was too filled with passion and excitement to question the origin
of pleasure.

“On your knees,
slut,” Roy said.

God, how dare
he call her that! And why did a rush of heat sweep through her when
he did!?

She sank to her
knees, and Tracy grasped her hair in a tight mass, jerking
painfully, making her gasp in pain.

She noted Roy
picking up the camcorder, and then gasped as Tracy pulled her hair
again.

“Beg me to lick
my pussy, slut,” Tracy said breathlessly.

Zoe panted
weakly, licking her lips uncertainly. Tracy yanked her head forward
by the hair, then sharply back again.

Zoe cried out
in pain. “Please may I lick your pussy, Miss Tracy!?’ she
gasped.

“Do it,
slut!”

Tracy jammed
her face in against her pussy as Roy’s camera looked on, and Zoe
licked excitedly, her tired tongue stroking frantically across
Tracy’s clit as the girl tightened her grip I her hair.

After about
thirty seconds, Tracy came in her face and swayed weakly. Then it
was Roy with his fists filled with her hair.

“Suck cock,
slut,” he growled, as Tracy held the camcorder up.

Her lips slid
over his cock and she began to bob up and down, but Roy thrust in
hard, pulling on her hair, gagging her again. Every time his cock
punched into her throat a wave of wild excitement and pleasure
roared within her, and when he was buried, her face jammed against
his groin, a small orgasm made her shake and twist in helpless
pleasure.

Roy fucked her
throat hard and fast, then came in her face before shoving her out
of the way. Yet still they were not done. Roy lay back on the bed
and he and Tracy positioned her on her knees in front of him, her
ass raised high, legs apart, as she licked and sucked at his balls
and flaccid cock.

Behind her,
Tracy was lubing up her fingers, then pumping them in and out of
Zoe’s burning pussy. Three fingers pumped in and out, then a fourth
was added in a neat, tight wedge. Zoe began to groan and whimper as
her pussy was stretched wider and wider, as Tracy slowly forced the
heel of her hand through her straining, aching sex lips.

Then the whole
small hand was inside her, and Zoe was coming, crying out again and
gain as her pussy squeezed and sucked on Tracy’s hand, her mind
blown into a wild, tumultuous sexual fever at the feel of an entire
hand inside her, and her pussy lips clasping the girl’s wrist.

Tracy knelt
beside her, slowly working her hand deeper and deeper, closing her
fingers into a small tight fist as she pushed her wrist through and
then forced her forearm in after. She began pumping in and out with
growing speed, Zoe screaming in a wild, feverish mixture of
passion, pleasure, heat and pain as the small girl slapped her
bottom, called her whore, and fist-fucked her.

Roy gripped her
hair tightly to hold her head down as the first climax tore at her
mind. She screamed and bucked and flailed wildly as Tracy ground
her knuckles against her cervix, the orgasm blasting at her like a
hurricane until she sagged in gasping, moaning, whimpering
relief.

But it was
short lived. Zoe had never been multi-orgasmic before, but she was
now. As Tracy fisted her, a string of explosive orgasmic releases
tore through her body and mind to the point she thought she was
going to die – and didn’t care.

In the end, she
lost consciousness entirely, and lay, drooling, on the bed, dead to
the world as Tracy slowly pulled her small hand free of her.

* * * * *

Roy had never
had so much sex in his life. It amazed him he could keep it up, and
keep getting it up. He was no teenager any more, but he felt like
one. He’d taken both girls repeatedly, orally, anally and vaginally
the previous evening, wearing them both plain out. He’d discovered
that his ease of control grew the longer they were together,
especially together with that sexual heat echoing back and forth
between them all.

He’d had a
final present for both of them this morning. They were small
vibrators which strapped in place over their clits, and had a
remote control. He didn’t really need the vibrators, but they would
have started wondering what was going on if he was able to simply
keep rousing them to the edge of orgasm without even touching
them

The vibrators
were not all that strong, but with his mental control focusing on
them, every time he pressed the button the girl he was aiming at
jerked and began to squirm and twist in her seat, the heat
billowing out around her until she bent over, clutching herself,
grinding her breasts against the desk, and came, arm jammed against
her open mouth.

He gave both
girls a dozen orgasms in the morning alone, leaving them drained
and weary, but bright eyed with eager excitement.

Holly was
visiting him often, but then she always did. Now, though, he was
adding a little wave of heat to her mind every time she saw him,
and their conversations were becoming increasingly more suggestive
and obscene.

“Will you show
me how to cancel a refunded cheque?” she asked plaintively.

He turned and
grinned at her. “What do I get for my trouble?”

“I love you,
Uncle Roy,” she said with a grin.

“You already
do. Come on in here.”

He motioned her
forward, pulling his chair out a bit, then swept his arm around and
brought his hand up against her lovely, pert bottom, giving it a
full squeeze.

“Here, you sit
here and watch,” he said.

He pulled her
into his lap, and though startled and wary of someone seeing, she
didn’t resist, for he sent a sudden hot surge of pleasure and heat
into her mind to overwhelm her resistance.

He reached
around her, keying the proper program, showing her how it was done.
His left hand slid around her as his right moved the mouse, and he
began to softly stroke her belly. He eased his hand in under her
blouse and up, stroking her bare flesh, and she shuddered softly
against her.

“You should
reward me with a lap dance,” he whispered.

“N-not here,”
she gasped.

“Don’t worry,
no one can see you,” he said reassuringly.

“N-No I-I
can’t,” she panted.

He grinned and
slid his other hand onto her belly. He slid both hands up under her
blouse, crossing them below her chest, then grasping her breasts
through her bra, her right in his left, her left in his right. She
twisted weakly, and moaned, arching her back as his heat poured
over her.

“You like that,
don’t you, baby,” he purred.

“Ohh, ohhhh,
ungggh!” she gasped, writhing in his lap.

His hands undid
her bra, and he groaned in pleasure as his fingers folded around
her beautiful breasts. His sudden rush of heat swept through her,
as well, of course, and she gasped and ground her bottom against
his groin.

“My, look at
how hard these little nipples are,” he whispered, pinching and
plucking them.

“D-Don’t!” she
gasped breathlessly.

He chuckled and
slid his right hand down, popping the button of her trousers,
pulling down the zipper, and, before she could do a thing about it,
his hand slid down the front of her inside both trousers and
panties.

She grasped at
his wrist, but by then his fingers were stroking at her clit, and
her eyes got big and wide as she started to shake and tremble in
wild sexual hunger.

“Is this what
your boyfriend doesn’t want to touch?” he whispered. “It feels so
soft and warm and moist and delicious to me.”

She arched back
across his shoulder, and he had to clamp a hand over her mouth to
keep her cry of pleasure from drawing attention.

He let her sag,
gasping, moaning. His cock was rock hard but he had pushed his luck
way too far of late there was a sudden gasp behind him. He turned
and saw Sharon there, staring at them both in astonishment and
disbelief. Then she turned and walked out.

“Shit,” he
said.

He really
couldn’t keep fucking these young sluts right there in his office.
If he lost this job because of it he was going to have a hard time
paying the bills.

A thought along
those lines occurred to him, but he pushed it back for later.

“T-Sharon saw
me,” she gasped, her anxiety spreading and growing now.

“Don’t worry
about Sharon. She won’t say anything.”

“She’s my
boss!”

“Yeah but she’s
done thing at work, too, believe me.”

“Like what?
With you?”

“No, not with
me, not yet. But I’ll go and see her. Don’t worry about it.”

“You need to
come to my house, brat,” he whispered, pulling his hand out of her
pants.

“I-I can’t,”
she panted. “My b-boyfriend.”

“The hell with
him. He doesn’t deserve you anyway.”

He urged her
up, and helped steady her, then got up himself, kissing her gently
on the head and forehead and neck as he waited for his cock to
subside enough to move.

* * * * *

“Are you out of
your fucking mind!?” Sharon hissed at him as he entered her office
and closed the door.

“Don’t think
so.”

“I should call
your boss and the director right now and start disciplinary action
against both of you!”

“What good
would that accomplish?”

“You can’t fool
around like that in the office! And with Holly!? She’s half your
age!”

“You say that
like I should be unhappy about it.”

“Roy!”

“Come on,
Sharon, don’t tell me you haven’t had fantasies about doing wild
and sexy things at work before.”

He knew she
had, because, of course, he had put them into her mind. Now he
worked on them, turning the heat up a few notches.

“You can think
about anything you want,” she said. “But you have to be crazy to
actually do them!”

“We’re not the
only ones. You should see what Zoe and Tracy do together when no
one is around.”

“What!?” She
gaped at him. “Zoe and Tracy?! Together?!” I don’t believe it!

He nodded. I’ve
seen them.”

“But they’re
not even gay!”

“No, but just
having fun at work.”

“Is everyone
here going insane!?”

“It’s the
boring summer I guess,” he said. “Don’t tell me you haven’t had
thoughts about that security guard Al. I’ve seen how you look at
him.”

She jerked in
surprise and stared at him, face flushed. “I don’t know what you’re
talking about!”

In fact, that
was one of the fantasies he had put into her mind. Al the security
guard was six and a half feet of broad-shouldered muscle, bald as a
cue ball and black as the ace of spades. Sharon was such a
self-righteous, such an upwardly mobile woman, always seeking
approval, always sucking up to everyone in sight, that it had
occurred to him that a nasty fantasy about a black man would be
just what she needed to loosen up a bit.

“You’ve got a
full office,” he said with a grin. “With a real door that locks.
You could invite him up and do whatever you wanted with him. No one
would know.”

“You are out of
your mind! I love my boyfriend!”

He shrugged.
It’s just sport, just play, just fun.”

He leaned
forward. “I hear the other security guards call him horse.”

“Get out. We
are not having this conversation, and if I see Holly in your office
again I’m going to file charges.”

He shrugged and
left, irritated that his control didn’t work as quickly as he’d
like, or in the way which would let him instantly disarm her. But
he could work on the heat, on the thought of Al, and that thought
excited him too. Snotty bitch. She should get reamed out by a big
Black guy.

He left her
with the fantasy of Al, and went downstairs. He’d never tried to
control a guy, but it should be about the same – sort of. He
doubted he’d have to overcome much resistance with Al, though.

“Hey Al, can
you go upstairs to the fifth floor?” he asked. “Sharon, the manager
of the admin unit, wants to talk to you about a problem she had
with one of her staff members getting in the other day.”

“Yeah, sure,”
he said.

No guy ever
turned down the opportunity to go and see Sharon, after all,
especially a guy with as boring a job as Al. But Roy let himself
slide into Al’s mind and find his best memory of Sharon. It was not
surprising it was looking down her cleavage. And not surprising Al
had a few existing fantasies about the buxom young manager.

Roy played on
them, adding heat and hunger, then trailed Al upstairs. He worked
on Sharon at the same time, and moved to stand just around the
corner as Al arrived at her office.

“Miss Alanson?”
I was told you wanted to speak with me,” he said, barely fitting
through the door.

Roy grinned as
he felt Sharon’s shock, felt a surge of heat, and added his own
heat to redouble it.

“Al? I uhm, no
I don’t uhm…”

He felt a
sudden spike of anger and irritation, and knew she had realized who
must have sent Al up to see her. He sent another surge of hunger
into Al, and the big man stepped forward fully into the room.
“You’re looking beautiful as usual today,” he said with a grin.

She looked up
at him and Roy felt her sense of confusion, felt how flustered she
suddenly was.

“Uhm, thanks,
Al,” he heard her say.

“That’s a
really nice dress,” he said.

The dress, with
her sitting down, had a very nice shot of her cleavage, and Sharon
looked up and saw him looking there. She blushed and put her hand
over her chest.

“You
sh-shouldn’t be looking there,” she gulped, giving him a timid
little grin.

“I can’t help
myself. It’s like moths to the light,” he replied.

“You know what
happens to them when they fly too close,” she said.

“It’d be worth
it,” he said with a broad grin.

Roy pumped heat
into her, and let his own fantasy spin through her mind, of Roy
stepping forward, and her reaching for his crotch, taking him out
of his pants, sucking him right then and there. He urged Roy
forward, spinning the same fantasy into the Black man’s head. It
worked well enough that he moved forward, coming around the
desk.

“You uhm,
wanted to – to talk about something?” he gulped, feeling the heat
now himself.

Roy eased
closer to the door, pouring the heat into that image, pushing the
image into Sharon’s confused mind so that she stared, transfixed,
at Roy’s crotch.

He shifted his
attention to Roy. The Black man looked down at her, then reached
out and took her hand, drawing it up and back, laying it flat
against his crotch. He pulsed and throbbed against her hand and she
gasped helplessly, staring, Roy’s heat swirling around her.

“Undo my
zipper,” Al whispered in a strangled voice.

In a dark haze,
Sharon obeyed, and her eyes grew wider still as she pulled out a
long, thick, fat cock almost a foot long.

“Oh my God!”
she gasped.

Heat poured
over her, smothering fear, anxiety and alarm, and she bent forward,
taking him into her mouth, spreading her lips wider and wider to
envelope the enormous girth of his black cock.

Got you, Roy
thought smugly.

Al kicked the
door closed behind him, but Roy was so close, and they were both so
aroused, he could almost see through their hunger-roused-eyes. He
grinned, aroused by what he sensed, what he felt, and sending it
back to fuel the lust of the two inside the closed office.

* * * * *

Sharon had
never felt like this before! She had never felt such intense lust
and hunger. It was as though she was wrapped in a cloudy, sticky,
swirling mist of passion and wanting so badly she couldn’t control
herself. She moaned helplessly around Al’s huge cock, the biggest
she had ever seen, sliding her lips up and down the last several
inches as her hands pumped along the rest.

This was
absolutely insane! She could not do this! Her reputation would be
destroyed! She would be fired! Everyone would think she was a
fucking whore!

But it didn’t
matter. Big Al slid his huge sausage fingers through her always
carefully coiffed hair, mauling and twisting it, pulling her slowly
down his cock. She tried to resist, but her inner desires fought
against her and Al pulled her forward out of his chair so that she
was kneeling on the floor before him, slurping and sucking on his
thick black cock.

A black cock!
This was so nasty, so wicked, so wild, so kinky! She was sucking a
black man’s cock! A security guard! A man she hardly even knew!

But it was so
intensely exciting she couldn’t resist her own hunger, much less
his, and moaned helplessly, eyes beseeching him as he pushed
himself forward, pulling her in deeper. She choked and gagged as
his cockhead pushed against the entrance to her throat. Only rarely
had she succeeded in deep-throating a man before, and never this
huge.

But her heat
was staggering her mind and flooding her body with a need so
terrible she didn’t care about anything. When Al’s cock entered her
throat there was a terrible ache, but a terrible hunger and
pleasure swept through her at the same time. He pulled her forward,
a huge hand sliding behind her head, jerking her forward firmly so
that his whole long cock was thrust down her throat and she found
her face jammed against his uniform trousers.

“Oh yeah,” he
groaned above her. “Yeah, baby!’

A small orgasm
swept through her, and she trembled and shook there against him,
her throat completely blocked by his massive black cock.

She rolled her
dazed eyes up at him, her mind swirling and tumbling end over
end.

What’s
happening to me!?

Al grinned
broadly and pulled her back off his cock. She choked and gasped and
moaned dazedly as he lifted her up by the hair and then squeezed
her against him, his big hands mauling her bottom through the
narrow gray skirt. He lifted her up and set her on the edge of the
desk, sliding his body in between her legs to force them apart,
kissing her as he undid the front of her blouse.

“W-wait!” she
gasped, her voice a dazed whisper.

Button after
button opened and he pushed her back, letting her fall across the
desk, gasping, arms thumping to the desk as he jerked her bra down
and bent over her large bare breasts.

His lips and
mouth ravished them, sucking and chewing and biting as she
whimpered and moaned and her legs rose to wrap around his pelvis.
Her body began to unconsciously grind itself against him as her
hands slid over his bald hair ands he stared in wonderment at the
ceiling through clouds of steaming heat.

Her skirt was
too tight and thin for him and he cursed and undid it, yanking it
up and off, then tearing off her panties.

“Wait. Wait,”
she whispered, barely audible.

He grinned and
rubbed his huge black cock up and down along her naked sex. She was
already dripping wet, she realized, shocked. Then he began to push
into her, and she groaned and writhed as he slowly stretched her
wider and wider.

“OhmyGod!” she
moaned.

Al forced his
cock deeper and deeper into her pussy as the first orgasm swept
over her. She twisted and arched and cried out in pleasure as he
rode her, his hands on her hips jerking her back to meet him, then
on her mouth to silence her as he dropped his body atop her and
rode her hard and fast.

He buried his
fingers in her breast, his hips thrusting and out steadily, then as
she gasped breathlessly, pulled up and back, leering, flipping her
onto her belly. He spread her legs and drove himself into her from
behind, and another orgasm rolled through her mind with massive
force and irresistible pleasure.

* * * * *

Roy realized
his mistake now, but was frozen, unsure what to do about it. He had
poured heat into the two of them, and what they were doing was
turning him on so much that he had continued to overheat them,
particularly Sharon, but also Al. He was able to almost see through
Al’s eyes, to watch that big black cock ramming into Sharon. It was
a wild and kinky fantasy come true. It was as though he were
fucking Sharon – but with a big black cock!

He could feel
Al’s pleasure, could feel his cock ramming through the soft wet
folds of flesh inside Sharon’s belly. He was overpowered with the
heat, and so was Al, who was swamped by his feedback. Al was out of
control, and Sharon was not far behind. Al was ramming himself into
her like a mad dog, and Sharon was starting to cry out like a bitch
in heat.

Yes, she had a
closed door, but the walls were not that thick, and Roy was not
there to stuff something into her mouth. Al might have, had his
brain not been afire from Roy’s hot hunger and lust, but all Al
could concentrate on was ramming himself into her pussy as hard and
fast as he could.

And people were
starting to notice. Heads were appearing over the tops of cubicle
walls as their voices rose louder, their cries of very obvious
joined passion getting louder and louder.

Snickers and
laughter were rippling along the aisle as people moved closer,
grinning and staring in disbelief.

Roy cringed,
his own heat starting to diminish, but the two in the office were
out of control.

“Fuck me! Fuck
me! Oh fucking God! Do it! Harder! Ungghghh!” Sharon’s voice
screamed out.

Then her orgasm
hit and her voice rose even higher, into an ear splitting scream of
animal passion which everyone on the floor heard.
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“So who do you
think will be the new manager?” Tori asked.

“Not sure.
Wonder what happened to Al.”

“His company
probably just moved him to another building. It’s not like they’re
going to expect him to keep his hands off some horny woman who
wants black cock,” Roy said with a grin.

“Wow, I can
hardly believe it. With a Black guy too? That is so unlike Sharon!
I wonder what got into her?”

“Al’s cock,”
Tracy said with a smirk.

“I wonder if it
was really as big as they say,” Zoe said.

Roy grinned,
noting a fantasy in her head and adding to it, making her inhale
sharply as her pussy throbbed.

Tracy reached a
hand down and gave her bottom a squeeze, and Zoe grinned at
her.

“Well I never
liked her much anyway,” Tori said.

“No, she wasn’t
a fan of yours either,” Roy said with a laugh.

“She was always
showing off her tits. I mean, have a little class. It’s a work
place, you slut.”

“I wish I
didn’t have to meet my dad after work,” Tracy said reluctantly.
“But he’s coming into town and wants to see my place and have
dinner.”

“That’s okay.
You show daddy what a good little girl you are and how well you’re
doing at work and how nice and safe your apartment is,” Roy
said.

Tori had an arm
around him and was rubbing his back. She was getting more obvious
about her interests, too, as were the girls. And with what had
happened to Sharon everyone was watching out for that sort of thing
– other than them, of course.

“Roy and I are
going to have dinner tonight,” Tori said with a little grin at
him.

“A barbeque,”
Roy said.

“Oh can I
come?” Zoe asked.

“Sure.”

Tori stared at
him in disbelief. “The more the merrier,” he said grandly.

He felt her
sense of disappointment, her frustration, and some anger. She
didn’t want dinner. She wanted him to fuck her blonde brains out
again, and now Zoe was going to be in the way. He felt a tinge of
jealousy in her mind, then, and suspicion about him and Zoe.

He grinned at
her and then let a small fantasy appear in her subconscious, a
fantasy of her and him and Zoe. He added some heat and let it sit
there for a while.

Tori didn’t
have any interest in girls, of course, but now she had a fantasy
about Zoe and them, and that fantasy was – hot, though she didn’t
understand why.

He drove Tori
home while Zoe followed in her car, ostensibly to drive home after
dinner. Tori frowned at him, reaching out to stroke his crotch once
they were safely in the car.

“I was hoping
to get you alone sooner,” she said.

“Don’t worry,
baby. You’ll get more than enough of me”

“Chad won’t be
out of town every day, you know. I want to make this a real
experience.”

“Oh it will be
that. I guarantee it.”

She grinned at
him, and he sent a little wave of heat into her mind that made her
inhale sharply.

Then he stoked
that fantasy he’d planted, adding heat to it.

“Zoe’s a
beautiful girl,” he said.

She shrugged,
again jealous and suspicious. “If you like jocks. I don’t think you
can talk to her about anything but sports, though.”

“I suppose she
is a little like a guy,” he said.

“She sure
doesn’t look like a guy,” Tori snorted. “She’s gorgeous. I wish I
had her body.”

“You have a
great body.”

“I’m okay, but
I don’t have tits like her. And she’s lots prettier.”

“I don’t think
so.”

‘You’re sweet,”
she said, squeezing his arm.

He sent more
heat into her mind and she squirmed in her seat. “God, I want to
get you home and fuck your brains out!” she exclaimed. “Couldn’t
you invite her another day?”

“Learn
patience, little girl. Maybe I should tie you up like your ex
boyfriend and teach you some discipline.”

She squirmed
again at the thought, for he’d spent time adding heat to her
memories of what had been unpleasant and shameful bondage and
submission, making those memories now seem hot and exciting and
thrilling.

“Would you like
to tie me up?” she cooed.

“Maybe,” he
said. “We’ll see how out of control you get.”

It was easier
to push the fantasy on Zoe. She’d already had sex with a girl, and
with him, so two on ones were nothing new to her. He worked on Tori
as they got to his place and parked. They went out back, even
though storm clouds were overhead, and he started the barbeque.

Zoe turned on
the music from the kitchen, inspired by a thought from him, and
began to dance seductively. Tori giggled and then, never wanting to
be outdone, joined her in dancing, both of them beginning to tease
Roy. A little nudge from his mind had them dancing together,
teasing him in the same way Tracy and Zoe had thought they were
teasing him earlier in the week.

It started to
rain and he eased back in under the canopy, but the girls stayed in
the rain, dancing together, bodies pressed together. Every touch of
Zoe’s hand made Tori gasp and moan, and now their pretend kisses
were growing real and passionate as their hands moved into
dangerous territory.

Zoe peeled her
top up and off, removing her bra, and Tori, after a moment of
hesitation, did the same. The moment they were bare breast to bare
breast heat washed through them both, and their lips were afire as
they practically ate at each others’ mouth.

The rest of
their clothes followed and they danced slowly in the rain, hands
sliding and caressing. Tori came with a grinding, shuddering moan
against Zoe’s fingers, then Zoe came, whimpering and bucking her
hips.

Roy sat down
and opened his fly, taking his cock out. It was easy to project the
image of them both on all fours in the grass, and they sank down,
staring at him, then crawling towards him, panting hungrily,
breasts hanging below as their lithe bodies glistened in the
rain.

They crawled in
under the canopy, wet, hair dripping, and tugged at his pants,
giggling. They took turns on his cock, one sucking his balls while
the other bobbed her lips up and down the full length of his
shaft.

Tori crawled
up, straddling him, sinking her pink pussy down on his shaft.

Roy sent a
mental image to Zoe’s mind filled with scalding heat, and she
whimpered and leaned in, her tongue sliding around and around the
blonde girl’s wrinkled anal opening.

Tori cried out,
eyes wide, and began to ride him frantically as Zoe tried to keep
her mouth glued to her anus. She pumped her tongue in out and
Tori’s eyes bulged as a massive orgasm tore through her mind.

It was the
first of many, of course.

They went
inside, and he took video of them in various passionate lesbian
sexual encounters. They also posed for a number of pornographic
pictures in a variety of poses for him. He had them give him lap
dances, competing for which could do it best, and had them gather
their clothes, toss them in the dryer, then don them and do strip
teases to the music.

They were still
at it around ten when Tracy arrived. It took very little convincing
for the young girl to turn her tongue to Tori’s clit as Zoe began
to rim her little anus.

* * * * *

Sharon was
dazed, dull-eyed. She’d lost her job, and been thrown out of her
boyfriend’s place. There were too many mutual friends who worked at
their building for the story to have not gotten back to him. Roy
felt sorry for her, but at the same time, he sensed opportunity.
She’d been really mind blasted by him that first time, and it had
left her even more vulnerable than most.

He’d always
kind of liked her, but always thought she was a shallow,
self-promoter who used people. Now he used her. His offer to let
her stay at his place wouldn’t have been accepted a few weeks ago.
Now she agreed, and of course, wound up in his bed, screaming in
pleasure just as great as she had experienced with Al’s giant cock
inside her.

He had her
practice stripping and lap dancing, as he had the other girls, and
drew out the fantasies in her mind of stripping at clubs, of men
wanting her, lusting after her, shouting out excitedly at the very
sight of her. Sharon was a narcissistic girl and those fantasies
appealed to that side of her. Roy only made them seem more
exciting, imbuing them with heat and lust, filling her mind with
hunger at the thought of men watching her dance naked.

The Bare Fox
was not the best strip club in town, but it was a reasonable
quality. She was timid, anxious, but filled with heat and lust at
the thought of dancing there. He took her there, and helped her
through the audition.

* * * * *

Sharon stared
around her anxiously, her face hot, her breath coming in short
gulps so that she was almost hyperventilating.

Working in a
strip club!? Her!? She was a respected civil servant! She was a
young, up and coming, respected professional woman! She was going
to be important! And the thought of being a … a stripper was a
stunning comedown. Yes, she had fantasized about it on many
occasions, in a fanciful sort of way, while dancing before her
dresser mirror and admiring her body.

Yes, she loved
it when men looked at her admiringly – as long as they weren’t rude
or crude. She loved being pretty, loved having an attractive body,
loved the attention – sometimes. But this!? She wanted to turn and
run away as fast as she could.

And yet, she
stared as if transfixed at the stage where the lights were flashing
as the bartender wiped his glasses and two of the waitresses
chatted in the corner. The dj was putting on some music, talking
with Roy, and her heart thumped in her chest at the thought of
getting up there and taking off her clothes.

Then Roy looked
at her and winked, and she felt a wave of heat and excitement. God,
to be a stripper! All those men, staring at her, and she’d be
naked! The idea was appalling yet incredibly, intensely arousing at
the same time. Imagine standing out there naked in front of a crowd
of strange men!

The music began
to play, and she cringed as two more men came into the bar,
carrying a large box and setting it down on the bar. The place was
not yet open, and still her pulse raced at the thought of
stripping.

Roy came back
and his hand slid caressingly over her shoulder. Sharon almost
melted under the wave of excitement which swept through her.

“Go make me
proud, baby,” he said. “Make everyone hot.”

Sharon
shuddered, then almost stumbled forward, climbing onto the stage,
her face frozen. The music pounded as the dj turned it up, and it
was a familiar song, for she’d danced before Roy to that same music
a lot lately. Now her hips began to move, and she began to dance,
more heat rolling over her, excitement and an almost giddy sense of
wicked daring sexual heat making her fingers shake a bit as she
began to undo her top.

She turned and
twisted, her hips now grinding more freely, her head rolling as her
hands moved up and down her curvy body. Raw heat hit her as she
slipped off the blouse, and bared her small, revealing bra, barely
containing her large breasts. She twisted and turned, hands sliding
up and down her body and though her hair. Then she slipped off the
skirt, and another raw blast of heat and excitement almost made her
stumble.

Ohmygod, she
thought. I can’t fucking believe I’m doing this!

She turned and
swung her hips, her hands coming up under her breasts and squeezing
them as she slid her tongue along her lower lip. As her heat
mounted, she lost herself to the music and the dance – almost.

The time came
for her to slide off her bra, and she did so, gasping aloud at the
excitement of baring her breasts to a half dozen people. One of the
men whistled and she flushed and turned, going for the pole now,
grasping it and swinging around it, moaning softly as her moist
pussy ground against it.

She swung
around it and back. She was a strong girl who spent a lot of time
at the gym. And Roy had bought a pole for her to practice. She
leapt up, grabbing the pole, her legs swinging in and around it to
again bring her groin jamming in hard against the round steel. She
let herself fall back, her body bowing upside down, strong thighs
wrapped around the upper pole as her hands slid down the
bottom.

She let herself
slide down onto the stage, rolled and kicked her legs wide, then
threw herself up and forward, slipping her thumbs into the
waistband of her thong as she straightened – leaving it around her
ankles.

Naked! I’m
naked, she thought wildly, turning and dancing across the stage,
rolling her head, rolling her hips, sliding her tongue along her
lips. She was so hot she worried that if she went back for the
pole, if she jammed her naked pussy into it, if anything touched
her pussy at all, she would just come, just like that, explosively
and loudly.

She turned and
swung around the pole, keeping her pussy away from it, slid down
onto the stage, and lay back. She raised her legs up high, then
spread them wide, blushing a bit at how lewd and nasty she was
being.

Then the song
was over and the men applauded as she jumped down off the stage,
blushing hotly.

“Very good,
very hot, very sexy,” the manager said.

He was a greasy
looking little man, and Sharon looked at him warily.

“We can sign
the papers in my office,” he said.

Sharon moved to
gather up her clothes.

“Oh no need to
get those yet. Darla will collect them. Come along.”

She looked at
Roy, open mouthed, but he just grinned, took her arm, and led her,
naked, through the bar, and into the back corridor which led to the
office.

Sharon felt
even more naked back here, but she supposed she should get used to
it if she was going to be a stripper. Shimmering heat swirled
through her mind, and her breasts were full and hot and swollen
with excitement as the man led them into a small office. A cheap
carpet covered the floor, and a couple of straight backed chair sat
in front of a cheap desk.

An image
suddenly came into Sharon’s mind, a gross, nasty image, but one
which made her pussy throb. Imagine fucking the greasy manager.
Imagine getting down on her knees and sucking his cock. How gross
that would be! How nasty and wicked and slutty!

How darkly
exciting!

They sat down
across from the manager and he took out some forms.

“Now we start
all new girls on the day shift,” the manager, Brad, said. “That’s
twelve to four.”

“Ten PM to Two
AM would be better,” Roy said.

Brad laughed.
“Yeah, that’s the hottest time slot, where the most money is made.
She’s gotta work her way up to that.”

“Come on,
Brad,” Roy said. “Look at this body. Stand up, Sharon.”

Sharon stood
hesitantly, and felt a little wave of heat as the manager stared at
her.

“Look at these
breasts,” Roy said, letting his hand slide over one of them, giving
it a firm squeeze. “Not only big, but real. You know most guys
prefer real tits.”

Sharon blushed
wildly at being touched intimately in front of a stranger, but some
dark side of herself found it hot and wildly exciting, as well.

Roy’s hand slid
down between her legs, cupping her sex. “Look at how smooth and
tight and neat her pussy is. Turn around and bend over,
Sharon.”

Sharon felt a
shock of humiliation as she bent and spread her legs, as Roy talked
about her lovely pussy, and rubbed it lightly. The humiliation was
deep and painful, but it brought with it another fiery wave of dark
excitement that left her knees weak.

She
straightened and turned around, gasping as her mind whirled.

“Feel these
tits, Brad. Aren’t they incredible?” Roy said.

And just like
that, Brad was around the desk, leering at her as he fondled her
breasts.

How gross! How
disgusting! How humiliating!

And yet, her
pussy burned.

“Love these
tits,” Brad said.

The image of
her sucking his nasty cock exploded within her mind, and almost
without conscious thought, Sharon reached out and unzipped his
trousers. She moaned as she pulled his cock free, and slid her lips
around it.

“Yeah, baby.
Suck that cock,” he grunted.

Her lips bobbed
up and down, and she felt another wave of strange dark wonder. A
week ago she’d been an up and coming manager. Now she was naked, on
her knees on a dirty carpet in a second rate strip club sucking a
strange, greasy man’s cock so she could get a better time slot.

And loving
it.

He reached down
and began to paw her breasts as she sucked, then he pulled her
back.

“Squeeze your
tits together, baby,” he said urgently.

He thrust his
cock in between them, and she squeezed them together with her arms
as he began to thrust in and out of her cleavage, his cockhead
sliding up and out the top as she grunted and moaned and moved his
hips in and out. Then he came, his juice spraying up over her chest
and into her face.

At ten that
night Sharon stepped out onto the stage, wild-eyed as she began to
dance. Two hundred men were in the club, and she danced and
stripped, feeling wild surges of mortified excitement, of
humiliated pleasure and a deep, seething hunger as she stripped
naked and then began to twist and roll her hips before them. She’d
never been more embarrassed in her life.

Yet she was so
hot, she couldn’t resist grasping the pole with both hands, and
grinding her pussy against it in what she knew the crowd would
think was a lewd pretense of masturbation.

Only it was
real. She came within five seconds, doing her best to mask her come
by closing her eyes and sinking down along the pole as if it were
part of the act.

In fact, it
became part of her act, for she had to masturbate every single time
she got on the stage. She was so wildly aroused she simply couldn’t
help herself.

Then she would
perform lap dances, most of them right there in the middle of the
crowd, with so many people looking on. She was mortified again, but
horribly, helplessly aroused. The arousal was like a drug, a
narcotic, and she was addicted to it.

After a short
time, Roy moved her to Wileys, a more upscale club. Oddly, it too
had a greasy little manager, and he too wanted to use her breasts
to masturbate. In order to get a good time slot, she had to let him
do that every morning at the end of her shift, but Roy said it was
okay, and despite how disturbing and embarrassing and degrading it
was, she felt a wild dark thrill as he used her there on the floor
of his office.
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Zoe and Tori
were helping him perfect his control. He’d known them the longest,
and had had the most fantasies about them. Zoe seemed to have an
ingrained masochistic desire, which he and Tracy had pulled to the
surface. Tori, meanwhile, had had some bad experiences with bondage
and sadomasochism he’d had to turn around inside her head in order
to free up her inhibitions. Doing that had made her far more
excited at the thought of bondage than he would have expected.

He began
working on both girls minds, heating up their reactions to first
bondage, then pain, and humiliation.

Zoe had a thing
about pain he’d only discovered from Tracy. He’d actually had Tracy
bring him the ice tongs and now dangled them from his fingers as
the quivering young athletic brunette stood awkwardly before
him.

Her wrists were
tied above her head, and her ankles tied together where she stood
on the floor. He’d had Tori slowly work a pair of large dildos into
her pussy and anus and they were now jammed in high and tight
because of how tightly closed her legs were.

Zoe stood on
the balls of her feet, staring with wide, red tinged eyes at the
thong as he moved them towards her perfect young breasts.

“Are you a bad
girl, Zoe?” he asked.

“Yes,” she
breathed.

“Say yes
sir.”

“Yes, sir,” she
gulped.

He carefully
caught a small pink puffy nipple between the cold teeth of the
tongs and closed it tighter and tighter. Zoe gasped and then a
small whimper of pain escaped her as he closed the tongs even
tighter and pulled slowly up and out.

“Uh! Uh! Uh!
Uh! Uh!” she gasped as he stretched her nipple up and out.

Her body arched
harder and harder as she rose onto her toes, her chest thrust up
and out as he stretched her burning, aching nipple.

Tori, face
flushed with excitement, slid to her knees in front of her and
began to lick at her click, and a tidal wave of heat swept over
Zoe, sweeping her into an orgasm that her crying out in helpless
pleasure, losing her balance, and hanging briefly from her wrists
as she twisted and thrashed at the storm wave of wildfire
pleasure.

Roy smiled.
“Excellent,” he said.

Tori beamed up
at him, and he had a sudden epiphany, an idea he should have
already thought of before. Love was an emotion, and even more
controlling than lust. The girls would do anything he wanted if
they loved him enough. Combine that with lust and they would be
putty in his hands.

“Tori. Take
this, and use it on her,” he ordered.

He handed her a
whip, a flog actually, and she stared at it with wide eyes,
inhaling sharply, then looking at Zoe. He fanned the heat in her
mind, and she moved back to the other girl as if sleepwalking.

Roy grinned as
he watched, then slid deftly into her mind. He searched out images
and memories of her boyfriend, and tried to taint them with
feelings of anger and resentment. Then he reinforced the memories
she had of Roy and she together with waves of happiness and love.
That last was hardest. Unlike lust, he did not have a ready supply
of love to beam into her mind. He didn’t love any of the girls.
Truth to tell, he didn’t love anyone. He had to slip into her
memories of her boyfriends and spirit the emotion out of the
deepest part of those memories in order to imbue memories of him
with it.

Tori swung the
flog and Zoe cried out, her own eyes wide.

Roy sent heat
into both their minds, reinforcing Zoe’s masochism, and building it
up in Tori – along with a little sadism, as well.

Zoe’s lean,
lovely body arched and twisted against the ropes as the thin laces
sliced across her back, her thighs grinding frantically together
around the dildo protruding from taut, swollen sex lips. Another
blow, and another, sent pain rippling through her body, as Roy sent
waves of excitement and lust through her mind.

A few more
blows and she was already crying out, coming, twisting and shaking
wildly as Tori moaned and flogged her harder.

* * * * *

Tori could
hardly believe the heat inside her, gulping for breath as she
stared at Zoe’s perfect body, and slashed the whip across her now
reddened back.

She had always
had mixed feelings about the girl. She liked her well enough, after
a fashion, but Tori’s narcissistic side had always been jealous of
the other girl’s perfect body and pretty face. Lately, though, she
had also felt a sense of lust and excitement at seeing and touching
that body, so firm, yet so soft. She had once disliked bondage, but
now the idea excited her tremendously, and seeing Zoe so tightly
bound – and helpless – and being – tortured – was wildly
exciting.

A part of her
was still terribly jealous of Zoe, jealous for her perfect breasts
and firm body, jealous for her vitality and strength, and now
jealous that she was tied up so erotically, so beautifully, as the
flog sliced into her ribs and began to nip at her perfect breasts.
Tori wished it were her up there tied, almost hanging by her
wrists, being flogged – yet she was afraid of the pain that would
bring.

Roy signaled
her, and she looked at him happily, thinking of what a wonderful,
kind, sexy man he was.

“Tori, untie
her legs. We’ll spread them wide and let her hang fully from her
wrists,” he said.

A wave of heat
and lust swept through Tori at the image. Yes, that would be
incredibly exciting! She scrambled to help him as they untied the
girl’s ankles and spread them apart, then tied them down a few
inches above the floor. Now Zoe was moaning and groaning as she
hung fully from her wrists, and Tori moaned and gave her own pussy
a squeeze.

Tori sent the
flog slicing forward across Zoe’s breasts, and each blow made her
pulse with excitement, and dark satisfaction. Take that, you and
your perfect tits, Zoe, a dark side of her thought.

Zoe whimpered
and moaned, head back, jammed against her bound arms. She clenched
her teeth as the flog slashed across her taut breasts again, then
let out a soft, broken cry of pain and pleasure. Tori whipped them
again, harder, and she cried out, then began to shake and
twist.

Tori felt an
instant image in her head, and leaped forward, grabbing the dildo
sticking out of the girl’s pussy, jamming it up hard and grinding
it against the back wall of her pussy as her thumb rubbed furiously
across Zoe’s clit.

At the same
time, she reached forward and grabbed Zoe’s hair, yanking it back
hard as she leaned in and took the center of her left breast into
her mouth. Her teeth bit hard into that soft flesh, biting again
and again, finding the nipple, and biting that as Zoe screamed and
twisted and her hips bucked wildly against Tori’s thumb and the
dildo she was jamming into her.

Tori backed
away and Zoe’s head fell forward, her chin on her chest, gasping,
chest heaving. Tori moaned and turned towards Roy.

“Roy! Can you
tie me up like that!? Please! Pretty please!”

“You want to be
whipped, baby?”

Anxiety swept
through her. “Noooo, I don’t… I don’t think I like pain,” she said
helplessly. “I just want to be hung from my wrists!”

“Okay. We’ll
see how you like it.”

She threw her arms around him and hugged him joyously.

* * * * *

He had been
putting a lot of effort into Claire. She needed a lot more effort
to overcome her natural prudishness. It was paying off, though. All
the girls were dressing more revealingly at work, but Claire’s
transformation was the most blatant. She was no longer even wearing
a bra, and her full young breasts thrust out deliciously against
tight, thin tops that threatened to burst from the strain.

Anne was
wearing very tight pants, and midriff baring tops, and Holly was
wearing extremely short skirts, and showing a lot of cleavage. He
was slapping her butt a few dozen times a day, and sometimes
pinning her playfully to squeeze and knead it, or slide his finger
in between her legs as she squirmed in breathless pleasure and
embarrassment.

She was the
most orgasmic girl he’d ever met. Even without his influence she’d
been able to rub her pussy against a chair and come within sixty
seconds. Now, she was in a steady state of heat, and his fingers
could slip under her skirt and bring her off in seconds.

He decided he
was going to have to do something more, something to really push
her over the edge. He brought her into the store room, with Holly
prancing in her short kilt and tight little top, and then stripped
her, ignoring her half-hearted, helpless protests and feeble
resistance. He had a heavy chair heavy wooden table already
prepared for her. It was stored on its side, and he pressed her
against it and spread her legs wide, then tied them to the
corners.

“What are you –
doing!?” she panted breathlessly. “Let me go!”

He smiled. She
didn’t mean it, and he could sense how wildly eager she was to see
what he did to her.

He bent her
over the table, tying her wrists out to the sides. Then he stuffed
a little purple stress ball into her mouth, and snapped a pair of
hard, tight clips to her swollen nipples. She squealed wildly,
twisting and thrashing and pulling against the bonds, but he tied
cord to the two clips and pulled down, forcing her to bend further,
tying the cord to the frame of the table under her.

Now bent at
just over a ninety degree angle, her lovely little round bottom
raised up high and thrust out attractively, she stared at the boxes
in the corner, unable to see behind her as Roy knelt and began to
ravish that tight, pink little pussy. He licked and sucked her
through a dozen orgasms, as the little minx twisted and writhed and
yelled and pulled wildly against the ropes,

Holly’s eyes
were glazed over, and she moaned weakly into the ball in her mouth.
Her body was overheated, drained, yet a sexual heat suffused her
with want and need. Her pussy was flaming as Roy licked and sucked
it, and now he was plunging two and three fingers into her super
tight little pussy, making her yelp and whine and moan into the gag
as her body reacted with heat and hunger.

His fingers
drew back and then she felt something bigger, harder, pushing into
her. She shuddered and jerked up, then cried out in pain as her
nipples were yanked against the tight clips. The pain was hot and
sharp, but pleasure swept through her breasts almost instantly, and
she whimpered and moaned, and forced herself to jerk her breasts up
again, and then again, and again, tugging and torturing her nipples
as pain and pleasure twisted and roiled through her mind.

Roy’s cock
pushed into her, and she moaned and gurgled in pleasure and heat
and lust and some pain. She was tiny, and his cock was not. He
filled her up, and then jammed deeper, and she ached deep
inside.

Another orgasm
swept through her, and she screamed helplessly, her body twisting
and thrashing, her mind swamped and dazed. Roy started pumping now,
and Holly could hardly think, could hardly breath as his cock moved
inside her, He began to rub her clit, and she went insane,
explosive orgasms ripping through her like a string of firecrackers
until she was barely conscious.

Roy was so
wonderful, she thought dazedly. She felt love welling up inside her
for the older man, love and devotion and trust like she had never
felt before. When he moved around in front of her and lifted her
head up by the hair she rolled her blue eyes up at him, trying to
convey her gratitude and pleasure to him.

He smiled, and
she felt warmth in her belly. He worked the stress ball out of her
mouth, and then fed his cock into her lips. She sucked eagerly,
licking and slurping and bobbing her lips on it as best she could.
He hardened quickly, and thrust deeper, and then still deeper,
until he was buried in her throat and she was gagging and gurgling
as she tried to cope with it.

He pulled out,
and shoved the ball thing into her mouth, then moved behind
her.

She felt his
fingers at her anal opening, felt them slowly sinking into her,
slippery with some kind of lubricant. She whimpered and moaned, her
head thrashing as she felt pain and pleasure mix with an intense
desire within her mind and body. His fingers plunged deeper, and
pumped in and out, and then he pushed his cock into her.

It wasn’t easy
getting it in. It hurt, but he took his time, and pleasure flooded
her. She felt herself quivering and shaking on the edge of orgasm,
somehow prevented from going over as Roy forced every last inch of
cock down her tiny bottom, and then began to pump in and out.

Holly felt
herself caught somehow on the knife edge of a massive, explosive
come, her entire being locked quivering and trembling in spastic
passion, barely able to breath as Roy fucked harder, as his hips
slapped against her upturned buttocks, and his cock speared deep
into her belly.

Then as if a
leash had been slipped, she fell over, screaming, twisting,
writhing, thrashing like a madwoman, howling like an animal at the
crackling sexual electricity which seized her mind and body. It was
the longest, most powerful orgasm she had ever felt in her life,
and it tore her mind apart and left her barely conscious there, not
even aware that Roy had left for long minutes.

It had been
soooooo incredible! She felt an image build in her mind of her bent
over as she was, her anus open – for he had stuffed something back
there, she realized, some kind of dildo. There was another in her
pussy, and she moaned at the wild, kinky thrill of what he had done
to her.

She imagined
the door opening, and a long line of men coming in, staring at her,
raping her, sodomizing her, one after the other after the other,
all day, day after day, forever, driving her insane.

It was a dark,
nasty, yet somehow exquisitely arousing fantasy which made her
pussy squeeze and suck on the dildo inside it.

Then she heard
the bolt snap back behind her, and the door opened. She felt a
tight sense of fear and anxiety. What if someone else had come in
somehow!? But the door closed, and she heard Roy’s chuckle. “What a
lovely picture to greet me,” he said.

She felt a wave
of trust and desire sweeping through her. She knew she was safe
with Roy there.

She moaned as
he stroked her clit, then began to pump the dildo in her bottom. He
pulled it free, and then thrust into her again, and Holly shuddered
as she was sodomised, orgasms spilling through her nervous system
as she thrashed and twisted in wild desire.

A figure moved
around in front of her, and as the orgasm faded she moaned weakly
and tried to look up at him through the tangle of hair spilling
over her eyes.

It was Roy, and
it wasn’t. A man stood behind him, a Black man. For long moments
she could only stare, unable to take in the sight, unable to
comprehend what she was seeing. Then she realized that the cock in
her backside was still there, pumping slowly, and gaped in
disbelief.

Wild heat
flared through her mind and body and she jerked helplessly.

The black man
grinned and moved forward, working the ball out of her mouth, then
thrusting his cock in. She had little alternative but to suck, and
she moaned and whimpered as he pumped smoothly in and out, the
other cock thrusting harder into her backside as Roy looked on.

Holly had
always been dreadfully shy. Now she felt a terrible sense of utter
humiliation as she realized that a strange man was behind her, and
another before her, both of them seeing her in the most intimate
and exposed way possible.

Yet the wild
heat had hold of her mind, and it pushed everything else aside in
importance. She had no fear. Roy would never allow any harm to come
to her, after all, and so despite the terrible embarrassment,
another orgasm swept over her, almost as powerful as the first, and
drove her nearly senseless with pleasure.

The black man
pulled his cock out of her mouth as the cock in her bottom softened
and eased out. Another man showed up, and she gasped in shock
before he yanked on her hair and fed his cock into her mouth. The
black man she had been sucking moved behind the table, and she felt
him thrusting into her anal opening as the wild heat swept her
round and sent her mind tumbling along the path to orgasm
again.

* * * * *

Roy was
incredibly hot watching the slight young beauty being sodomised and
throat fucked at the same time. It had taken very little persuasion
to get the men here. They were part of a work crew renovating the
twelfth floor. He’d only had to persuade one, and that one had told
the others that there was a young beauty, a bondage slut who loved
sodomy, downstairs waiting for them.

Roy’s cock
bulged against his trousers as he watched the men. He had spoken
urgently to the leader, making sure only a few came at a time. The
room was not large enough for a crowd, and he didn’t want a crowd
of jostling men outside. Two men at a time were all who could use
the girl anyway.

He left her
there and went to search out Claire. It was time to push her a
little, too, and the heat he had felt from Holly was enough to make
him eager for more.

Claire was
acting manager, sitting in Sharon’s old office. She was a fitting
successor, very serious, very responsible, and with equally large
breasts. Thanks to Roy, she was even more eager to show them
off.

He went in to
say hi, and closed the door behind him.

“There’s
something I needed to talk to you about, Claire,” he said.

“Oh, what is
it?” she asked with interest.

“It’s your
breasts. They’re so incredibly gorgeous I can’t stop staring at
them.”

She stared at
him, stunned, and her face turned instantly red, but he felt a wave
of pleasure inside her, and reinforced it even as she dropped her
eyes demurely and started to tell him that saying such a thing was
improper.

But he made the
arousal flare inside her at his attention to her breasts

“You know you
want to show them to me,” he teased.

“Roy!” she
gasped, turning her head away.

“I think they
look incredible in that tight little top of yours, but I’d love to
see how they look naked. I can see how hard your nipples are
getting, Claire. I bet you’d like to touch them. Touch them for me.
Go ahead. Touch them.”

And under the
heat spreading through her, she had to touch them, had to stare at
him, trembling, and rub her nipples through her tight top, and
then, slowly, trembling, she undid the buttons and bared her
breasts.

“Incredible,”
he said. “You have beautiful breasts, Claire.”

He moved
closer, and she stared at him anxiously, gasping as he reached down
and began to knead her big breasts. She moaned, eyelids fluttering
as waves of heat and passion swept over her. He pinched her nipples
and drew her into an orgasm that had her gasping and moaning and
trembling there in her seat.

He pulled his
cock out and slid it into her mouth, and her eyes bulged. She
started to draw back, then moaned and closed her lips around it,
sucking and licking, her eyes fixed on him as he massaged her
breasts.

“That’s it.
More baby. More. Swallow it,” he whispered, pushing forward.

She gagged as
he pushed into her throat, but he had her well under control now,
and her heat drove her forward, sliding her lips up his cock as he
twisted and rubbed and pulled at her big nipples.

He pulled her
to her feet and stripped the dazed young woman, then sat and had
her straddle him, sinking her pussy down over his steely shaft. She
shuddered. She was practically a virgin, and he slid deep. Her heat
and passion had her riding hard and fast, though, gasping and
moaning and whimpering as her mind tumbled end over end.

He hugged, held
and reassured her afterwards, beaming love and trust into her mind,
and arranged for her to come home with him that evening “to watch a
movie”.

He wandered
back to the back room to see how Holly was doing – though he could
feel her pleasure, her wild, intoxicated heat, her anxiety, and
embarrassment easily from where he was.

Along the way
he got distracted. Anne had a visitor. Her name was Melissa, and
she was a lovely young student from up north. In fact, she had been
a student here for four years, and was about to graduate from her
Finance course at university. She was very much in the same
physical mold as Zoe, but more slender, and not nearly as hard
underneath the soft flesh. She was slender, had high, firm, but
smaller breasts, and a beautiful face with long, wavy hair.

He slipped into
her mind and made some small adjustments, found her fantasies,
examined her sexual experiences, and knew he wanted her all within
seconds. He slipped into Anne’s mind next, unsurprised that she was
considering Melissa as a possible partner for her and her
boyfriend.

He began to
make a few adjustments there, too. He added unhappiness to memories
of her boyfriend, and pleasure to memories of Roy. He did the same
to Melissa, who also had a boyfriend, and then began to stoke
Anne’s interest in the girl, and send soft little fantasies of Anne
into Melissa’s young mind.

He could do
these things much faster now than he had at first. One by one he
swept through their memories of their boyfriends and sent little
surges of resentment and anger into them. Then he did the opposite
to every memory they had of him. He incited lust in him, trust, and
a hot sense of yearning for each other, all within half an hour of
chat without either being aware he was doing a thing.

He led them
into a board room, locked the door, and sat back and watched as
they began to kiss, as their hands began to race over each other’s
bodies, excitedly groping and fondling, stripping off each others
clothing, and finally, laying out naked on the board room table,
breasts pillowing together, tongues twirling and swirling, legs
intertwined as they ground their pussies together.

He wished he
had some popcorn, actually. It was a very good show. Anne was
inexperienced with girls but she had a frantic passion to her that
had Melissa twisting and writhing and bucking and wrapping her long
legs around her as she climaxed.

He sent them
both into a sixty-nine, but wouldn’t let them come. He had them
dance for him, give him lap dances, and then kneel before him,
sucking his cock and balls together, forcing them to harden despite
the workout he’d already given them that morning.

Then Anne rode
him to orgasm before Melissa climbed aboard and did the same.

He stroked
their natural exhibitionism, made them feel hot and aroused at the
thought of displaying their bodies, and pumped up the fantasies
they both had about stripping in front of a crowd of men.

Then he left
them to go and visit Claire again. She was such a modest woman that
it amused him to have her be immodest. He had her draw her legs up
and spread them across the arms of her office chair, slump over,
raise her skirt, and then masturbate as he watched. He could sense
her deep humiliation as she did it, but her orgasm was so powerful
he had to rush forward to clamp his hand over her mouth or the
administration section would have lost a second manager within a
week.

Then again, he
had already decided she was not going to stay here for long. None
of the girls were. Zoe was already set to join Sharon at the strip
club, and he intended to have Tracy, Anne, Melissa and Holly join
them there. Those with boyfriends would dump them, and they would
all come to live with him, giving him their earnings, of course,
and pleasuring him and each other with their bodies.

Sharon was
already earning almost a thousand an evening. It wasn’t just her
body, but her whole attitude, he was sure, which was the draw. She
was not slouching around, did not have a curt, businesslike
attitude, and was clearly not faking her excitement and pleasure
when she gave dances. Men responded to that, consciously and
unconsciously, and Sharon was going to soon be joined by other
girls just as excited and thrilled at displaying their bodies.

He could soon
be banking six or seven thousand a night, easily.

He went back to
his office and started browsing the on-line real estate ads,
looking for something big and private.

He got so
immersed in that he forgot about Holly. In fact, it was almost time
to quit for the day before he remembered her. He had long since
tuned her out, about when Melissa and Anne were eating each other
on the boardroom table. He went to the other end of the floor and
found that she was still busy, though barely conscious. In fact,
trying to sift through her mind he found that she was so numbed –
so mind-blasted by the repeated orgasms, there was hardly any
consciousness left.

He sent the men
off. All of them there had already done her two or three times
anyway, and then untied her set her on the floor. He felt genuine
anxiety that he’d done real harm to her, and after some
soul-searching, got a couple of the girls to dress her and get her
downstairs to the car. They had to virtually drag her, with Roy
reassuring anyone who saw by turning their minds away.

He had a doctor
examine her and clean her up. There was a lot of bruising, and she
was suffering from physical and emotional exhaustion, but nothing
worse. So Roy took her home and laid her out on one of the beds. He
sifted through the images in her subconscious, and found himself
being drawn in by the waves of pleasure and heat he sensed there.
She’d been sodomised, as far as he could determine, over a hundred
times, and about the same number of cocks had gone down her throat.
Most of those had used her vaginally as well.

She was one
embarrassed, yet happy girl.
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He soon had all
the girls working at the same strip club, all except Claire. He
liked keeping her around to chat with, and to be available whenever
he wanted anything in the way of sex performed or errands run.
Business at the club picked up, for the men sensed the excitement
and enthusiasm of the new girls, and were eager to be exposed to
their raw sexual passion.

Holly became
the big earner, somewhat to his surprise. Then again, she had a
perfect little body, without an once of fat other than her two
amazingly firm breasts. Her small size made them seem bigger than
they were, and also made her seem younger than she was. With her
little kilt all the middle aged men got to experience the fantasy
of a schoolgirl grinding against them without having to worry about
the cops breaking in.

He did have to
keep Zoe and Tori out of the club for a while after they had an
enthusiastic whipping session in the basement, and their bodies
were criss-crossed with welts for over a week. To make up for the
loss, he decided to find a couple of lovely young college girls to
add to his stable of performers.

He went to the
university and explored the common areas. He found a pair of twin
blondes who were almost too perfect in their looks and bodies. He
quickly had them squirming for his attention, and trusting him
utterly, and led them back to his car.

It was almost a
complete accident he ran into Bob Hollingsworth. It was the way
Hollingsorth was staring that drew his attention. Worried that he
knew the girls, he slipped into his mind and found unbridled lust
for the twins, and dark fantasies of possession and domination.

Roy was not
terribly surprised, but he also found, just through light skimming,
was that Bob Hollingsworth was a very rich man, a multi-millionaire
who worked twelve hours a day as financial advisor and stock trader
and had little time for courting women

Roy had an
idea, a delicious idea. He went over to Bob and shook his hand. The
startled man stared at him, but Roy beamed trust and an instinctive
openness into his mind and they started talking about stocks and
bonds.

Roy got his
name, then brought the twins home and soon had them in thrall to
him. The girls who were home rode their mouths, and their hands and
eager lips drove the young blondes into screaming fits of orgasm
again and again. Roy enjoyed them for a few days himself, then
called Bob and invited him over.

It was
surprisingly easy. He let Bob do as he wanted to the two girls, and
played with the twins minds as he did, filling them with lust,
heat, passion and love for Bob as he and they twisted and writhed
in passion and heat.

Bob gave Roy a
check for ten million dollars, and left with a lovely young blonde
on each arm.

Roy realized
he’d been thinking small. Being able to alter people’s minds, or at
least, to alter their emotions, could be extraordinarily
profitable. A few thousand a day from strippers was chump
change.

He had a large
home on the edge of the city now, and thanks to Bob’s money, paid
it off with cash. It had a high wall and hedge around its extensive
grounds, and no nearby neighbours. He sent the girls out to find
the most beautiful young women they could, and he wandered through
the business district, looking for rich men with few ethics or
moral qualms when it came to self-indulgence.

Beaming trust
and lust into the minds of the men he selected, he would get them
to return to his place and look over who he had available. Melissa
was the first he sold, fetching another ten million. Anne and Tracy
went next, then Sharon. That left him with just Zoe, Tori, Claire
and Holly, who, not coincidentally, were the girls he cared about
the most.

He wondered if
he had been subtly influencing his clients from walking away with
his favorite girls.

By then he had
recruited young college girls, raving beauties without much in the
way of family ties. He filled each girl with lust, passion, desire,
hunger and longing for him, then he and his girls gave them a few
weeks of insane pleasure which turned them into nymphomaniacs eager
to obey and service anyone who wanted them.

Switching their
love, trust and devotion to the men who bought them was child’s
play, and Roy realized he had discovered the perfect crime.

Almost.

It seemed a
number of his clients had long been under investigation by the
government over various fraudulent business activities. In
retrospect, he wasn’t surprised. He had searched out unprincipled
men, after all, not that those were especially hard to find in New
York.

The government
didn’t know about the ring, though. They thought that, somehow, he
was recruiting young girls, getting them to fall in love with him
through seduction, and preying on their naiveté and innocence, like
a pimp would, and then selling them to these men.

They
blackmailed one of his clients into introducing a middle aged man
named Miller as a wealthy industrialist looking for a companion.
Miller was accompanied by an attractive, short-haired redhead, tall
and lithe, who was supposedly his personal assistant.

Miller wanted
to buy a girl.

Roy was
suspicious from the outset. His client hadn’t “tasted” right, and
neither did Miller. He couldn’t read minds, but he could strongly
see emotions, and could use those to sift through memories.

Miller had few
sexual memories, and the ones he had were strictly vanilla. More
than vanilla. He had sex with his wife while both were wearing some
kind of weird garment. And the overlying emotion during the act was
embarrassment and disgust.

Miller was a
Mormon, he came to realize. Meanwhile his personal assistant, Miss
Jones, was actually Brenda Fitzpatrick, whose mind was filled with
memories of lesbian sex.

He excused
himself and left them for Zoe and Holly to entertain. He worked on
their minds, got them into separate rooms, and soon had both of
them throbbing and burning with passion and lust for his girls.
Miller was the principal, so he put the most attention on him, and
soon had him thrusting wildly away at Zoe while the overhead hidden
cameras recorded everything.

Then, of
course, he was swept by guilt and outrage, which Roy twisted into a
need for sexual revenge. He found the bondage gear, bound Zoe to
the bottom corners of the bed, and whipped mercilessly, his
erection purple with lust as he slashed the whip across the
screaming, whining, moaning girl’s breasts and back and
buttocks.

Roy left them
to it and went to visit the other one. Fitzpatrick was stronger
than Miller, and was gamely resisting the tremendous lust she felt
towards little Holly, who was clad in a tiny kilt and a tight,
revealing tank top.

“She’s such a
dear girl, don’t you think?” Roy asked, coming into the room and
smiling.

Fitzpatrick
nodded jerkily, sweating a little in her business suit.

Roy had Holly
do a little dance while he worked on the woman’s mind, adding lust
and heat, trust and yearning. Holly began to perform a lap dance on
her, while Fitzpatrick sat frozen in her chair, trembling with
excitement, but still resisting.

Holly was soon
naked, and her small fingers were undoing Fitzpatrick’s buttons,
spreading open her shirt. Fitzpatrick’s hands were clinging to the
sides of the chair, her knuckles white, as Holly opened her bra and
began to slide her lips and tongue over her hard nipples.

“Please!” she
moaned. “Please.”

“Yes, yes.
Don’t worry, dear,” Roy said, smiling and stroking her hair.
“You’ll get what you want.”

Holly slid down her body, spread her legs, and then knelt, diving
in between Fitrzgerald’s legs. That was it for the woman, who
arched back and grabbed Holly’s hair, jamming her face in against
her pussy as she came violently.

Holly stripped
her, fingered her to another two orgasms, rode her face, ate her to
three more orgasms, then fisted her to another so powerful the
woman collapsed unconscious.

Roy went back
to see Miller and found him ramming his cock up the nearly
unconscious Zoe’s back hole. Her body was so whip-marked Roy
worried about her being hurt, at first, and called a couple of the
other girls to cut her down, take her away, and clean her up.

He brought Tori
in to hold Miller, let him massage her breasts, and keep him
swaying with heat and lust while Roy got a confession out of
him.

The two were
with the FBI, and were there to expose Roy’s “white slavery
ring”.

Roy was alarmed
at first, but soon realized that they hadn’t a clue about the ring.
He worked carefully on Roy’s mind, bringing Tracy in to join Tori
as they pressed their naked bodies around him and kept him
quivering with pleasure.

Roy had never
quite broken a mind as quickly as he broke Miller’s. He went from a
sternly religious man who abhorred sex and nudity to a male
nymphomaniac who loved and trusted Roy and Tori with utter
devotion.

Roy had a
similar affect on Fitzpatrick, who was helplessly infatuated with
Holly. Together, the two returned to their office and did their
best to convince the FBI that there was nothing to the case. Their
boss was doubtful, but Miller introduced Roy to him as a friend,
and Roy began working on his mind. The man’s name was Sullivan, and
his mind was weak and pliable.

Sullivan was
soon in lust with his own niece, of all people, a girl whose
attractiveness Roy had plucked from a dark fantasy in the man’s
mind. With little additional effort, Sullivan and his niece were
soon rutting wildly with each other in every spare moment they had,
and Sullivan had no more time to worry about Roy.

The incident
taught Roy that he had still been doing things small, that he
needed more power as well as wealth.

The rich men he
had come to know, and who trusted him, introduced him to wealthy
men, and the wealthy men introduced him to the insanely wealthy,
the billionaires who could buy countries.

Zoe was the
girl he used to get money out of them, not by selling her, but by
making them fall helplessly in love and lust with her.

His first
target was James Brady, a man worth over a hundred billion dollars.
Zoe soon had him head over heals in lust and love. With Roy’s mind
working on Brady, he was soon groveling before her with stars in
his eyes and a nearly permanent erection.

Roy didn’t want
to get greedy and draw attention. He merely had the man transfer a
quarter of his assets to Zoe, who, of course, transferred them to
Roy. Then he introduced Amanda, a young beauty he’d found working
in the financial district, slowly transferred James’ primary lust
and love to her, and had he and Zoe part company on good terms.

It wasn’t like
Brady could be angry, after all. Roy wouldn’t let him.

It took
surprisingly little time for Roy to become the world’s wealthiest
man. He recruited dozens of young beauties and Roy soon had every
one of them having affairs with important politicians, almost all
of them married.

Roy became the
most powerful man in the country, then in the world. Every powerful
politician trusted and admired him completely. Those who opposed
him quickly found themselves mired in scandal as Roy played with
their affections and had them fall in love with his young girls, or
worse, young boys.

He controlled
Washington and New York. He controlled Hollywood, and began to
change the entire culture, first of the United States, then the
world. Open sexuality was to be admired, and young women were
taught that pleasing others with their bodies was the height of
being stylish and feminine. The government, schools, television,
magazines, newspapers and even the churches encouraged young women
to have as much sex with as many men as possible, and it soon
became routine to see men and women having sex in the middle of
sidewalks, shops and restaurants.

Roy spread that
culture to Europe, and then on to the rest of the world. He amused
himself by slowly shifting the dominant garment of the Muslim world
from the all-covering burqua to a topless thong bikini, and Saudi
Arabia became a much different sort of place. Every world leader of
any importance had one of his girls as his mistress, and often
enough, another as his wife and a third his secretary, all making
sure that Roy knew anything which was planned, just in case the men
who so admired him tried to something he didn’t like.

One ring had
done it all, one ring to bind them all.

He chuckled
with amusement whenever he thought of it.

 


End
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy
blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a very
black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about
to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I
came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set
the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he
taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For
the Smiths

Nicky thought
it was a great summer job, working for her friend Emily's parents
at their beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad
decided to teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a
lot meant she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the
butt didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to
submit and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a
spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things
at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a
muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting
him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is
schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd
Girls

Paige is a
tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts
student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she
lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude
photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky
intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them,
Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their
mercy!

 


Owned by My
Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father
the cop was so... commanding, in his uniform! I was fascinated with
his handcuffs, and he was fascinated by me! Letting him boss me
around seemed natural – and hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky
nature of what we did was scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her
older brother as his, and moved me into his house, so his whole
family could own me!

 


Zoe's New
Boss

Zoe's new boss
was a man who got what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was
obnoxious and arrogant, yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable
to resist her own body each time he forced himself upon her. His
skillful fingers and tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he
wanted more submission than that. He forced her to submit utterly,
to crawl before him and his clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The
Vampire's Lair

On a foggy
London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which
blossoms to a shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the
middle of a crowded subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as
she strips naked and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So
begins her introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of
enslavement, of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's
Girl

A blonde girl
has no business getting involved with a Black man in rural Georgia.
A blonde girl who's a deputy sheriff especially has no business
getting involved with a Black ex-con with a violent temper and a
hate on for white people. But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's
gripped by a feverish need. However violently he treats her,
however he shames and abuses her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary
Harem Girl

It's difficult
to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like
to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and
told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I
just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and
excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
Chauffeur

Danielle
becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and
arrogant man who seems do do nothing but work and drink and growl
at people. But when he becomes taken with his insolent chauffeur
she finds out his domineering ways extend to the bedroom - and the
car! And as she melts his cold exterior he makes her burn with the
dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by
Mister Trask

When Melody
Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it
was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until
the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was
breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon
he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her
to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound
Beauty

Sierra is
lured into nude photography by her aunt, whose erotic photographs
hang in art galleries. But as her aunt discovers her weakness for
bondage and submission, Sierra is lured into more and more graphic
and lurid pictures. With the aid of her handsome black assistant,
her aunt turns the incredibly responsive young woman into an
unknowing star of bondage videos watched around the world.

 


The Mirror
Box

FBI agent
Rachel Corey and her female prisoner wake to find themselves
captives in a large mirrored box, nude. Day after day, cool,
synthetic voices gave them orders, and images appeared on computer
screens ordering them how to position their bodies, how to obey and
display, and then to perform sexual services. But their captors
have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI itself conditioning
them
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